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CHAPTER |. HOUSE OF DOOM

S B B B I B R N B B R I L B R e I B B N VARV

SHEETS of rain were sweeping with blinding downpour asthe smal coupe doshed through the midnight
blackness. The glare of headlights was drowned amid the deluge. Two men, the driver and the passenger
beside him, were straining as they watched the road ahead.

"Tenyardsisasfar as| can see" remarked the driver, in atensetone. "But I'm keeping up to twenty
miles an hour. The sooner we're through with this, the better. How about it, Fred?!

"You'rethedriver, Jay," replied the passenger. ™Y ou pick the speed you want. Y ou're lucky that you can
seetenyards. | can't even spot the road through this side of the windshield.”

"Thewiper'sabig help," stated Jay. "I'm watching the macadam of the road. That's what counts when -"
"Holdit!" brokein Fred. "L ook out ahead!"

Staring into further blackness, the passenger had seen what the driver had not. A read lantern was
waving in the darkness, its holder completely lost amid the storm. Jay looked up as he heard Fred's
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warning. Hejammed on the brakes. The car skidded halfway across the road before it came to a stop.

Fred lowered the window as the red lantern came swinging forward. He turned on the dome light. As
rain drizzled into the coupe, a man thrust his head and shoulders through the window. A rough but
friendly face showed below the dripping brim of an oilskin hat.

"Didn't want to jolt you off the road, friend,” announced the man with the lantern, "but | had to flag you
before you got past. The bridgeis out down the road."

"Have you reported it?" queried Jay, from the driver'swhed.

"That'swhat I'm doing now," laughed the informant, gruffly. "We were coming over from Westbury ina
truck when we saw that the bridge was gone. Pete, he started back; but | waded through the creek to
get over onthisside. I'm heading into Sheffidd, | am.”

"Y ou should have telephoned word," declared Jay.

"Ain't no houses dong this stretch of road,” retorted the man in oilskins. " Say - who do you reckon you
areto betelling mewhat | ought to have been doing?*

"My nameis Goodling," replied the man at the whed of the coupe. "Jay Goodling. | -"

"That's different,” growled the man in ailskins, hisrough tone apologetic. "I hadn't no ideawho you were.
Jay Goodling, eh? The new county prosecutor. | kind of reckoned Jay Goodling was an older man than
you. My name's Turner, Mr. Goodling."

TURNER thrust a beefy, rain-soaked paw through the window. Goodling smiled as he received the
fellow's shake. The dome light showed Goodling's features asthose of aman in hisearly thirties; but his
face, though youthful, bore the firmness that befitted hislega position.

"ThisisFred Lanford," introduced Goodling, indicating the passenger. Lanford was younger and less
challenging than the prosecutor. "We're on our way to Westbury. Our best plan isto leave you here to
stop other cars while we go ahead and find some house from which we can telephone.”

"Suitsme, Mr. Goodling," acknowledged Turner. "Being anight like thisand after midnight, | don't
reckon therell be any more carsalong. But I'll watch for them. Only thing is, where are you going to find
the houseto cal from?"

"What about that old dirt road that cuts off to the right?" questioned Goodling. "The one that wasthe old
route into Westbury?"

"Nobody usesit any longer,” informed Turner. "L eastwise, nobody except those folksthat live onit. It's
like dl those other dirt roads leading off. Therésaraft of them that don't go anywhere."

"But there are houses on the old Westbury road. Some of them ought to have telephones.”
"Likeasnot, Mr. Goodling. Well, I'm staying here, like you said to."

Turner drew away with hislantern. Goodling straightened the car and started off through the storm while
Lanford raised the window and turned out the dome light.

"The old Westbury road," mused Goodling, as he drove dong. "Well, Fred, we won't have very much
troublefinding it. That old sgn will tell uswhen we get there. It still hasits pointer marked Westbury."

"Maybewell seethe sign,” returned Lanford, peering at the sweeping downpour, "but it'sacinch we



won't see the road. Look over there on the right, Fred. Y ou can't even seethe edge. Wereliableto be
passing aroad right now, without knowing it."

"Look for thesgn," ordered Goodling. "It's painted white and it'sright at the turn. Y ou'll seeit.”

Lanford lowered the window while the car rolled along. Despite the insweep of therain, he kept peering
at an angle ahead, watching the extremeright corner of the restricted glare that the headlights offered.

MINUTES passed, Goodling watched the road while Lanford kept alookout. Suddenly the passenger
uttered. an exclamation. Goodling applied the brakes. Lanford pointed.

"Thereésthesgn, Jay," heindicated. "Y ou can even read it. Westbury. But you'll haveto fish for the road.
| can't makeit out, even though | know it's here."

Goodling backed the car a dozen feet; then turned the whedl to the right. As he started forward, the
headlights, swinging to the right, reveadled the beginning of a curved dirt road. Asthe couperolled from
the macadam, the winding course of the old highway showed itsrocks and ruts.

In second gear, traveling at fifteen miles an hour, Goodling fumed as he tried to control the coupe. The
road was upgrade; down it poured a sweeping torrent. At every dozen yards, the car went into a
temporary skid.

"Likedriving through acreek," asserted Goodling, grimly. "Keep that window open, Fred. Look for a
house - the first one you see.”

"That's atough assgnment, Jay," returned Lanford. "These farmersturnin eaxly. If their lights are out,
how are we going to seetheir houses?'

"Watch for entrances. Maybe you'll see adriveway."
"Not much chance. | couldn't even see thisroad when we cametoit.”
"Well, thereés dways aposshility. If you keep watching, you'l -"

Goodling ended abruptly. The coupe had goneinto a skid. Thiswas abad one; water doshed high asthe
car jabbed toward the left of the road. Front wheels hit an embankment; the car careened. Goodling held
tight to thewhed, releasing the brakes momentarily while Lanford gripped the door.

Instead of toppling, the coupe dipped sidewise. Theright side jounced; then the whedls struck alevel
space. Goodling applied the brakes as the car rolled from the road, headed directly to the left of the
highway. The coupe cameto adithering stop.

THE two men blinked as they stared straight ahead. They had gained the luckiest of breaks. Directly in
front of the headlights was the surface of amuddy driveway. Beyond it, at the edge of glow, the outline of

porch steps.

"How wasthat for hitting it?" chuckled Goodling. "Right into the front yard. We wanted a house and we
found one. Say - that was alucky skid."

"Turn out the lights," suggested Lanford. "Maybe well be able to seeif anyoneishome.”

Goodling complied. His pressure of the light switch brought thick blackness up ahead. But asthe men
gtared through the rain-swished windshield, they saw the sign that they wanted.

A tiny crack of light gave dim indication of awindow. It came from the sde of alowered blind. It was



further than the distance to the steps. This glimmer was from afront window that opened on the porch. It
was proof that the house was occupied.

"Comeon," suggested Goodling. "I'll leave the lights off. We won't need them. Get out on your side,
Fred, and I'll meet you at the front of the car.”

The two men disembarked. Splashing through mud, they groped their way to the front of the coupe.
From there they stumbled forward until they struck the house steps. The sweeping best of the rain ended
asthey gained the shelter benegath a porch roof.

Goodling struck amatch. The flame showed afront door. The youthful prosecutor approached and
hammered against the barrier. While he waited for an answer, he spoke to his companion.

"Do you know, Fred," remarked Goodling, "I would wager that neither of uswould recognize this placeif
we saw it in daylight. Steps - aporch - awindow - that's al. We don't know if the houseisabig one or
asmdl one™"

"Or whether it's stone or wood," laughed Lanford. "We do know that it's somewhere on the old road to
Westbury. We saw the sign. But outside of that -"

He broke off. A sound was coming from beyond the door. Listening, the young men heard the grate of
rusty bolts. Above the sweep and besat of the rain the sound was strangely ominous.

Then the door swung inward. A burst of light glared from the hall within. 1t showed the strained faces of
the two arrivas. It dso revealed the figure of the person who had answered their knock.

A HUGE, stoop-shouldered fellow was standing just within the doorway, his big fists clenched.
Glowering eyes peered from a scarred face. Bloated lips showed afierce scowl of chalenge. The man
poke harshly:

"Comein."

Almost mechanicaly, the two obeyed. Hardly were they across the threshold before the huge man thrust
the door shut and pressed the bolts. Swinging about, he faced the two who were watching them. He
uttered agruff laugh.

"Go inthere" - the man pointed to the door of adimly lighted room - "whilel go and tdll that you are
here. Stay in that room."

The eyesretained their glower. The big figtstightened. Fred Lanford turned about ingtinctively and
entered the door that the huge fellow had indicated. Jay Goodling, amost ready to meet the man's
challenge, decided better. He turned about and followed Lanford.

The room was aparlor, sparse of furnishing; but its few chairs were expensive ones. Goodling sat down,
Lanford followed suit. Both watched the door through which they had come. The big man was till
standing there; his attitude that of a huge hound ready to make an attack.

Neither Goodling nor Lanford made amove. Sdtisfied at last, the big man stepped away. Hisfigure
passed from view, while the vistors fill stared, like statuesin their chairs.

The big man's heavy footsteps faded in the uncarpeted hal. The listeners heard a sound that resembled
the cresking of astairway. Then came silence, tempered only by the unceasing patter of the heavy rain
upon the outside porch.



The glimmer of two floor lamps showed the room in somber outline. A deep depression had fallen upon
those two men who had stepped into this outlandish setting.

The parlor seemed unred, like afanciful room plucked from aterrifying dream. The hush that filled it was
aportion of the silence that seemed to pervade the whole building.

Neither Goodling nor Lanford spoke during those first minutes of ghastly silence. Y et the thoughts that
they held wereidentical, forced by the pall of these strange surroundings.

Stupefied by the atmosphere that gripped them, these chance arriva s fet themselves within ahouse of
doom.

CHAPTER II.LIVING AND DEAD
"WHAT do you make of it, Jay?'

Fred Lanford whispered the question huskily. Tense and nervous, he had managed to find his voice. He
was looking at Jay Goodling as he spoke.

Goodling held up hishand for silence. The youthful prosecutor had become stolid. He was listening for
sounds that might indicate the return of the huge servant who had introduced them to this room.

Hearing nothing, Goodling arose from his chair. He stared toward the open door that led to the ha lway.
Then helooked about the room and spied two heavy curtains that indicated awide doorway at the rear.

Directly opposite the front window, these draperies showed that there was another apartment adjoining
the parlor. Softly, Goodling trod in that direction. He drew back the curtainsto disclose apair of diding
doors. These barriers were shut.

"I wonder what'sin back of these," he remarked quietly. " Suppose | take alook, Fred, whilewere
waiting."

"It might mean trouble, Jay," rgjoined Lanford. "Weve barged into something by accident. The best thing
wecandoisto St tight.”

"And wait for trouble? | don't seeit that way, Fred. We did not come here asintruders. We made one
mistake by not asserting ourselves before we entered.”

"If you gtart prying, Jay, you'll be making anew mistake."

"You forget my status, Fred. Thishouseis certainly within the limits of Sheffield County. My podition as
prosecutor entittesmeto -"

He broke off, swinging from the diding doors. The curtains dropped as Goodling released them. The
prosecutor had heard a sound from the hallway. Lanford joined him in staring toward the door through
which they had entered this parlor.

STANDING in the doorway was a dark-haired girl of twenty. The beauty of her face was apparent
despite her paleness. She was dtired in ablack traveling dress; like her hair, the darkness of this costume
accentuated her pallor.

Goodling bowed and smiled. Lanford cameto hisfeet. He was smiling also; but the girl's face remained
troubled. The girl darted aquick look back into the hall; then stepped into the parlor.



"You must go!" shesad, tensdly. "It isnot safe here. Go. At once. Before Croy returns.”
"Croy?" quizzed Goodling. "Y ou mean the big fellow who opened the door for us?*
The brunette nodded.

"| think that well stay,” decided Goodling. "We came here as Strangers; but we were told thet our arrival
would be announced. | think that we are entitled to something of an explanation.”

The girl shook her head.

"Y ou don't agree with me?" questioned Goodling. "Well, perhapsif | explain who we are and how we
happened to come here, you will understand the circumstances. May | do so, Miss-"

Goodling paused quizzicdly, hoping that the girl would announce her name, just as she had stated the
name of the servant. Instead, the brunette continued to shake her head.

"I can not tell youwho | am," she declared emphatically. "I can only say that you would be wiseto leave.
If you go, | can explain your departure. Y ou must leave at once."

Thistime it was Goodling who shook his head. The girl sighed, hopdesdy, and |ooked appedingly
toward Lanford. For amoment, Fred was on the point of arguing with Goodling; but he saw the
determined look on the prosecutor's face and knew that persuasion would be useless.

"Very wel," said the girl, wearily. "'l have advised you to go. Y our own stubbornness will beto blameif
your stay here becomes unpleasant.”

She turned about and started toward the door. Goodling moved forward, about to speak. He saw the
girl stop short; he did the same. A man had stepped into view from the hallway.

THIS chap was the antithesis of Croy. He was of no more than medium height; he waslight in build,
amod frail. Hisface was asengtive one, but exceedingly pale. Hisleft arm wasin ading. Freshly
wrapped bandages ran from hiswrist to his elbow.

Y et there was sternness in the pale man's gaze as he looked to the girl. Hiseyes, brilliant in their pallid
setting, were hdf accusing, hdf inquiring.

"Why did you comein here?' the man asked camly. "Y ou knew that these visitorswere to be
announced. Y ou should not have talked to them.”

"I saw Croy admit them,” returned the girl. "I came to warn them, Daggart. | told them it would be best
for themto leave."

The pale man winced a mention of his name. Then his stern expression returned.
"l shall talk with them," he announced. "1t would be best for you to return upstairs.”
"Very wdl," chalenged thegirl. "I shdl talk with Mr. Kerma, snce you have come from him, Daggart.”

Croy - Daggart - Kermd - the three names were buzzing through the minds of both Goodling and
Lanford asthe girl departed into the hal. Goodling no longer felt tense. He drew acigarette from his
pocket and lighted it as he faced Daggart.

The pae man shifted hisarm in hisding; then spoke quietly to Goodling and Lanford. Daggart's tone was
reserved, yet friendly.



"You are strangers here," hetold the two men. ™Y our unexpected arrival, at so late an hour, was a bit
disconcerting to our servant. That iswhy he ushered you in here so abruptly.

"| am the secretary of the gentleman who is the master of thishouse. | have come to inform you that he
will be here shortly. Kindly be sested and forget the odd incidents which followed your arriva. The
measter of the house will interview you presently.”

Goodling nodded as he sat down. Lanford took a chair; Daggart bowed and waked out into the hallway.
They heard the secretary's footsteps fade toward the distant stairway.

"Fred!" Goodling's whisper wastense. "That fellow didn't intend to come in here. He was sent down to
look usover.”

"Why did he enter then?' queried Lanford, in alow tone.

"Because the girl wastaking to us," explained Goodling. "Daggart has gone up to report. That big fellow,
Croy, isdill upstairs. Well hear this man Kerma when he comes down. Weve afew minutesyet.”

"For what?"
"To take alook around. Come."

RISING, Goodling madefor the curtains at the rear of the room. Spreading them, he tried the diding
doors. There was a catch on the other side of the barriers; but the doors were old and shaky. Goodling
juggled them; the curtains muffled the sound.

"Go easy, Jay," warned Lanford. " Somebody's liable to hear you -"

A click ended Lanford's statement. The catch had juggled loose. Goodling did one door open, dowly
and carefully. Thetwo men peered into adimly lighted living room.

The new gpartment afforded a beautiful setting. Contrasted with the stuffy front parlor, it was luxurious.
Tapestries adorned the walls. Antique Oriental rugs were spread about the floor. The furniture, though of
light congtruction, was exquigite in itsworkmanship.

Goodling noted chairs and alarge couch, the back of which was toward the parlor. He saw awriting
desk in the corner. By the farther wall, near adoor beyond, was a Russian wolf-hound, reposing on a
large mat.

The dog, apparently, had been trained to accept strangers, for it merely raised its head to survey the
intruders; then placed its nose between its paws. Goodling shrugged his shoulders as he stepped afew
pacesinto the room. He was about to turn and go back into the parlor when Lanford uttered a hoarse

whisper:
"Look!"

Goodling stared as Lanford pointed. From their new angle, they could see just past the end of the couch.
There, on thefloor, they spied aman'sfeet. The tips of the shoes were pointed upward.

Goodling sprang forward, Lanford close behind him. Reaching the end of the couch, they stared in
horror. The feet were those of adead body. A man almost as huge asthe servant, Croy, waslying on his
back, his unseeing eyes staring upward.

"Who - who ishe?" gasped Lanford. "Another - another servant? Or - or someone who came here - like



oursglves-"

Goodling held up ahand, warning for silence. He approached and kneeled beside the dead body.
Lanford joined him. They surveyed aface that had once been handsome, despite the over-largeness of its
features. Degth, however, had given aghastly uglinessto the countenance.

The man had black hair, tanned skin, large nose and square jaw. He had eyesthat seemed dark, despite
the conspicuous whiteness that their bulge produced, and heavy black eyebrows. These were points that
Goodling checked mentally.

The prosecutor raised the dead man'sright arm. 1t swung stiffly; then thumped asif on aspring, when
Goodling released it. Goodling noticed that the blue-serge coat was buttoned. He opened it; then grunted
as he saw the man'svest. A gaping, ugly wound showed upon the dead man's breest.

" Shot through the heart,”" whispered Goodling. "L ook at those singes, Fred. Close range - probably a
revolver of large caliber -"

"Shh!" gasped Lanford, faintly. "Someoneis coming - down the Staircase-"

Goodling threw the coat front over the wound. He popped up from beside the corpse. Lanford was pale,
shaking, unable to respond. Goodling caught his arm and dragged him toward the parlor.

Footsteps were dready in the hall asthe two reached the front room. There was no timeto closethe
diding doors. Goodling thrust Lanford into a chair; then pulled a curtain over the adjoining door. He was
lighting a cigarette when the footsteps reached the halway door.

THE man who entered was a newcomer. Though amost six feet tall, he looked shorter because of his
thick-set build. He waswell dressed, but his hair was shaggy and unkempt. His face was sallow; his
touded hair aniron-gray.

"Mr. Kermd?" inquired Goodling, casudly.

"Yes." The bulky man'svoice was a harsh rasp. Hisfeatures, though well formed, looked ugly ashe
scowled. " So you know my name, eh? The girl told you?!

"Shedid," replied Goodling, with anod. He was stdling, so that Kermal would not notice Lanford, who
was staring, paefaced, from hischair. "Allow me, gr, to introduce mysdlf. Alsoto tell you why | came
here”

"That is not necessary!" Kermal'stone wasfierce. "I do not care why you came! Y our actions here are
what concerns me!”

"Our actions?' queried Goodling, feigning surprise.

"Yes" sneered Kermal. "My servant heard you from the stairs. He redized that you had managed to pry
into the next room. He has entered there dready.”

Kerma looked toward the curtains. Goodling whedled about. He saw Croy, coming through. The
servant's face looked even uglier than before. Croy nodded to Kerma.

"You are surethey saw?' quizzed Kermdl.
"Coat unbuttoned,” responded Croy, gruffly.

Kerma smiled. Hewaslooking at Lanford. Fred's paleness was agiveaway that he had seen the corpse



in the next room.

"Well, gentlemen,” decided Kermal, "who you are and why you came here does not matter, now.
Circumstances compel meto keep you in temporary custody until -"

He did not finish the sentence. Goodling was bounding forward uttering asharp cry to Lanford to aid
him. From his pocket, the prosecutor was whipping a stub-nosed revolver, aweapon that he always
carried.

CROQY hurtled in from the curtains. Before Lanford could intervene, the servant was upon Goodling.
Seizing the prosecutor as one would pounce upon atrouble-making child, Croy twisted Goodling'sgun
away. Then, asthe prosecutor till struggled, Croy hurled him across the room. Goodling's head thumped
thewall. Herolled haf stunned, upon the floor.

Goodling's gun had struck thin carpeting. Lanford bounced from his chair and seized it. He came up,
aming at Croy. Again, the big servant was quick in action.

Lunging furioudy, he hoisted Lanford upward and backward. Fred hit the chair back and sprawled to the
floor, the chair rolling upon him. Like Goodling, Lanford lost hold of the revolver and lay half sensdless
from the force of the blow.

"Turn out the lights," ordered Kerma. Armsfolded, the shaggy-haired man was standing at the door.
"Watch these fellows, Croy, until | return.”

Croy extinguished the lamps. Standing by the door, he blocked most of the dim halway light. Jay
Goodling, dowly recovering, heard footsteps as they returned. Trying to rise, Goodling saw Croy enter.
Then hefdt himsdf inthe big servant's clutch.

Something was happening to Lanford. Figures had entered; Goodling saw the flicker of aflashlight and
caught the tones of whispered voices. He struggled againgt Croy; the big man's grasp tightened.

His head thrust back, Goodling could see nothing but the ceiling. He felt hands tugging at his coat deeve;
then cametherip of the shirt deeve beneath it. Again, he fought with Croy. It was usdless.

Theflashlight blinked on Jay Goodling's bare arm. Croy's grip tightened. A hand gppeared in the light,
bearing a hypodermic syringe. The needle jabbed deep into Goodling's flesh.

Croy till gripped the victim as others stole from the darkened room. Then the servant's hold relaxed. Jay
Goodling had subsided. Croy arose and went to the hall. He nodded to Kermal, who was standing there
alone. Kermal pointed to the front door.

The servant returned to the parlor and reappeared with Lanford's limp form over his shoulder. Kermal
unbolted the front door. Croy carried Lanford out into the driving rain. A few minutes later, he returned,
entered the parlor and picked up Goodling.

Croy carried the prosecutor out into the darkness. Kermal chuckled as he bolted the front door.
Listening, the shaggy-haired man heard the roar of amotor. Croy had started Goodling's coupe. The car
was backing out into the din road.

However Kerma had hoped to ded with these intruders, the fight had definitely forced him to one plan.
Goodling and Lanford had been overpowered in the fray. Both were doped. Croy had removed them at
his master's order.

Whatever Kermd's plans might be, the bulky man seemed satisfied with his procedure. His chuckle



sounded in the gloomy hall as he crossed the uncarpeted floor toward the stairway beyond that living
room inwhich aman lay dead.

CHAPTER IIl. THE SHADOW ARRIVES

I'T was morning in Manhattan. A quiet, round-faced man was seated at an office desk. From beyond his
window loomed the sky line of the city; but the view did not concern thisworker. The round-faced man
was studying a map which showed the terrain about the town of Sheffield.

A rap sounded at the door. The man at the desk folded the map then gave an order to enter. A
stenographer appeared.

"Mr. Vincentiscdling," said thegirl. "Shal | tell him to comein, Mr. Mann?'
"Certainly," responded Mann. "At once."

A few minutes later, a clean-cut young man was facing Mann in the inner office. Vincent's gppearance
was one that denoted an active temperament quite a contrast to the lethargic expression of Mann's
chubby visage.

Y et both were workersin the same service. Rutledge Mann and Harry Vincent were agents of The
Shadow. Mann, an investment broker, was a contact who relayed ordersto the active aids such as
Harry.

"Y ou have seen thisclipping?' inquired Mann. "It gppeared in this morning's newspaper.”

"I saw it," smiled Harry, as he viewed the item that Mann passed him, "but | passed it up as something of
ahoax. Two men reporting amurder in an isolated house, only to find that the building had vanished.”

"Read more closdly," suggested Mann. Y ou will note that one of the two men was the county
prosecutor.”

"That'sright," acknowledged Harry, studying the clipping. "Say - that putsanew light on the case,
doesn't it? This ought to have been front page stuff, Mann."

"It will be soon,” stated the broker. "The New Y ork newspapers are sending men to Sheffield. Clyde
Burkeisgoing for the Classic."

"Burke has dready supplied further details" stated Mann, unfolding the map on hisdesk. "So | sugges,
Vincent, that you listen to my full account. | can amplify facts that the newspapers merely skimmed over
inthefirgt story. Like yoursdlf, they took it asahoax at the sart.

"Here" - Mann pointed to the map - "isthe town of Sheffield. A paved road runs southward from
Sheffield, then curves west and reaches Westbury, some dozen miles distant. Y ou will notice that there
aredirt roads going to the right from the main highway. One of them - thisone - isimportant. It isthe old
road to Westbury."

Harry nodded.

"Saturday night, after midnight,” resumed Mann, "Jay Goodling, county prosecutor and hisfriend, Fred
Lanford, wereriding adong the paved road. They were going southward, from Sheffield to Westbury,
when aman named Turner flagged them with alantern. Somewherein this neighborhood.”

Mann tapped the map with his pencil. Harry watched while the investment broker made amark, then



moved the pencil to a point about three miles south.

"Thisis Roaring Creek," he explained. "The bridge had gone out during the heavy storm. Turner had
hiked up to the road to stop other cars. He was heading into Sheffield. Goodling and Lanford decided to
take the old Westbury road, which turns off before the bridge.”

HARRY noted four roads going to the right between Mann's pencil mark and the creek. Only one, the
third, was athrough dirt highway. It was the old road to Westbury.

"Goodling and Lanford found the old Westbury road,” explained Mann. "They identified it by the
congpicuous sign that marksit. Driving up the road, they discovered a house. They entered, in the hope
of finding atelephone.

"The servant who admitted them was named Croy. They a so encountered a man named Daggart,
ostensibly a secretary, whose arm wasin adling, indicating arecent wound. The supposed owner of the
house, whom they likewise met, was named Kermd.."

"What about the girl?* questioned Harry, holding up the clipping. "This story dedls chiefly with the
mysterious brunette, who vanished adong with the house. Talks about the whole affair asif it had been a
pipe dream.”

"Thegirl,” replied Mann, "was the person who mentioned the names of the others. Her name, however,
was not learned. She advised Goodling and Lanford to leave.”

"But instead, they snooped around and found the body?

"Yes. Thereport is correct. They found adead man, who had been shot through the heart. Goodling and
Lanford started a fight. They were overpowered. Goodling recalls that he was jabbed with a hypodermic
needle. Lanford wastoo groggy to remember.

"That happened after midnight, Saturday. Shortly before noon, Sunday, Goodling and Lanford were
found, haf adeep, in the coupe. The car was about fifty yards from the washed-out bridge.

"As county prosecutor, Goodling has extraordinary powers. As soon as he was sufficiently roused to
remember his story coherently, he ordered a search for the house. A dozen men scoured the old
Westbury road. They failed to find the building at al."

"There are no houses dong that road?"

"There are adozen. But al are occupied by personswho are well known in the vicinity. Goodling and
Lanford spoke of an extravagantly furnished living room. None of the houses can match that description.
The report, Vincent, is not exaggerated. The mystery house vanished over night.”

"But suppose that -"

Mann smiled as he held up his hand. He drew awatch from his pocket and nodded as he consulted the
time.

"Y ou can catch the one o'clock train for Sheffield,” he stated. "Y ou will find Burke there, representing the
Classc. Hewill introduce you as arepresentative of the National Press Association. Hewill supply you
with credentiads.”

WHILE Harry Vincent was on hisway from Rutledge Mann's office, asingular event wastaking placein
another portion of Manhattan. A bluish light was gleaming in the corner of ablack-walled room. Long



white hands were unfolding amap that resembled Mann's,

The Shadow wasin his sanctum. He, too, was marking pointsin the neighborhood of Sheffield and
Westbury. The Shadow, like Harry Vincent, had questions that needed answering. His whispered laugh
betokened that fact.

A pointing finger touched the town marked Westbury. It traced a northeast course toward Sheffield,
following the line of the old road. The Shadow's finger stopped.

Although Goodling and Lanford had started their journey from Sheffidd. the spot of their strange
adventure had been nearer the town of Westbury. Furthermore, Westbury was larger than Sheffield,
despite the fact that the latter town was the county sedt.

Long hands folded the map. The bluish light clicked off. The Shadow's laugh sounded in the darkness.
Shivering tones betokened his urge for new adventure. When silence reigned within the black-walled
room, The Shadow had departed.

Like his agents, he was faring forth to the mysterious terrain from which a house had vanished. But he
had chosen to make his starting point the town of Westbury, in preference to Sheffield. Burke and
Vincent could cover that town for the present.

IT waslate in the afternoon when Harry Vincent strolled into the lobby of the Weetherby Hotel, the
old-fashioned inn that congtituted Sheffield's sole hotel. He learned that Clyde Burke wasin aroom on
the third floor. Harry went up and rapped on the door. Hearing acal to enter, he stepped into find
Clyde seated at atypewriter.

"Stuff for the Classic,” chuckled Clyde. "Close the door, Harry. I've got your credentials. | thought you'd
beinonthetrain| just heard chuggingin.”

"Anything new on the house?"' questioned Harry.

"Not athing,” replied Clyde, serioudy. "I've talked with Goodling. He won't go into further details until
thisevening. HeEs holding a conferencein his office.”

"Do you think he has learned something?”
"Y es. But not about the house. He's still mystified on that point. The place has vanished.”
"Have you talked with Lanford?"

"I'm going to. Before he comesinto the conference. He lives out in the country and he's still deeping off
his dopey jag. They must have given him abigger dose than they did Goodling.”

"Have they searched for the house today?"
"Sure. They started at Sunday noon. Hereit is, Monday afternoon, and they've just finished.”
Harry considered. Clyde watched him rub his chin. The reporter laughed.

"I know what you're thinking," declared Clyde. "They ought to have looked dong the other roads. Well,
they did; but they had no luck.”

"No houses?"

"A few. But occupied by personswhom they knew, except for some empties. They knew who the



owners of the empty houses were, and they've checked on them. All pass muster.”
Clyde produced aroad map. He had dotted it at various points. The marksindicated houses.

"Heresthe old Gallivan house," he stated. "Been empty for two years; but it's three miles up the
Westbury road. Goodling is sure that he and Lanford couldn't have traveled that far. One mile was about
thelimit.

"Thishouseisempty. An artist named Brooks left it amonth ago, to make atrip to Cdifornia. But it's not
on the old Westbury road. It's on one of those other roads. See? The first one past the Westbury road.

"Same thing with this house. It was owned by afarmer named Buckley. It's on the first road before you
reach the old Westbury road; and it was burned out last fall. The big point, Harry, isthat Goodling and
Lanford both saw the old sign that pointsto Westbury. It'sthere, big aslife. | went down to look at it this
afternoon.”

"But what about tire marks?' questioned Harry. "Those ought to tell something. Those dirt roads must
have been mighty muddy."

"Too muddy,” replied Clyde. "They al led down into the paved road. They were raging torrents on
Saturday night. Completely washed out by morning. Nothing Ieft to go by.

"You cantakeit or leaveit, Harry. The cold truth isthat ahouseismissing. It'sabigger problem than a
stolen bass drum. It has me guessing, just like everyone dse.”

HARRY was about to speak when the telephone bell rang. Clyde picked up the telephone from beside
histypewriter. As he answered, Harry saw a steady expression appear upon the reporter's face.

Briefly, in short sentences, Clyde reported the same facts that he had given Harry. Hiswords were
prompted by questionsthat he heard across the wire. When the call was ended, Clyde hung up and
nodded as he looked toward Harry

"It will passasalong-distance call from the Classic,” explained Clyde. "I talked like | was giving dope for
astory. But that call was from aplace nearer than New Y ork.”

"Westbury?' guessed Harry

Again Clyde nodded. Those quiet tones that he had heard could have come from only one person: The
Shadow.

"I'mto see Lanford," stated Clyde. "I'll introduce you to Goodling after dinner; then I'll cut out and meet
Lanford before he comesin to the conference. Y ou can stick with Goodling.”

Clyde dug into a suitcase to obtain Harry's credentials. Harry stood looking from the window, studying
the town of Sheffield, benegath the darkening, clouded afternoon sky. A smile showed upon Harry'slips.

For Harry could guess what The Shadow's work would be while his agents were engaged in checking on
developments here. Harry's hunch was that The Shadow was planning a prompt search for the vanished
house wherein Jay Goodling and Fred Lanford had encountered strange adventure.

Would The Shadow succeed in that strange quest that had baffled scores of searchers? Harry Vincent
believed it probable; yet he could not fathom what The Shadow's course could be. For in al hisservice
as an agent of The Shadow, Harry Vincent had never encountered a case with so strange abeginning as
this



Men who knew the ground could offer no answer to the disappearance of ahouse with dl itsfurnishings.
The Shadow, herefor thefirgt time, following only the reports of others, was apparently faced by an
impossible task.

So Harry Vincent reasoned; but his own argumentsfailed. Greater even than reason was Harry's
confidence in The Shadow's amazing power of deduction.

CHAPTER IV. THE VANISHED HOUSE

ALL lay quiet dong the old Westbury road. Sultry afternoon had brought a pall to the countryside where
searchers had given up their vain hunt for avanished house. Though an hour till remained until sunset, the
features of the landscape appeared hazy and obscure.

Therewas motion at the Side of the dirt road. Steadlily, yet amost unnoticesbly, afigure was moving
aong the highway. It wasthat of atal individua who wore adark suit. His chisded features were
scarcely discernible in that modulated light.

The stroller was hatless. He was carrying aflexible briefcase. He might have been some chance wayfarer
taking this route between Westbury and Sheffield. Actudly, he was here with amore definite purpose.
The Shadow was going over the vainly searched terrain.

Walking aong the old road from Westbury, The Shadow had spied various houses. All were oneswhich
had aready been investigated by the local authorities. Casua surveys had satisfied The Shadow that none
were of interest.

The Shadow's goal was the spot where the old road met the paved one. He wanted to see the point at
which Jay Goodling and Fred Lanford had turned into the path of weird adventure. The Shadow's pace
had quickened; it dowed as he passed adight bend. Directly ahead was the main highway.

Conspicuous at the junction point was the sign that pointed to Westbury. The white post and
large-lettered placard stood straight upward. As The Shadow surveyed the sign he wasimpressed by its
total absence of tilt.

Odd, for asign like this one. The old Westbury road had gone into disuse; yet its sign had acquired none
of theleaning so common with the old-fashioned markers seen on country highways.

Though the Sign was obvioudy top-heavy; though the heavy rain had softened the ground, the post il
maintained its vertica position. The Shadow stepped forward to examine it more closely

HE made a prompt discovery. The post hole was enlarged at the surface of the ground. Thisindicated
that the Sgn must once havetilted dightly. Placing his briefcase asde, The Shadow gripped the post and
tugged it upward.

At firgt the wooden upright refused to yield. Then it came loose. The Shadow hoisted the post up into the
light. Again his eyes noted something; dowly helet the post dide down into the hole,

The pointed lower portion of the post was stained with dirt; that was naturd, sinceit had been imbedded
in the ground for some years. But the margin of the dirt stain was not at the ground level. When the post
dropped back into place, afull fiveinches of white paint sank with the dirt-stained portion.

Thumping the post, The Shadow forced it farther down. It stuck and remained upright. The Shadow
stepped back; his straight lips delivered a soft, whispered laugh. He had made the discovery that wasto
servehimasavitd clue.



Someone had recently removed that post. Afterward, the sign had been replaced. Before itsremoval, the
sign had been dightly tilted. The man who had replaced it had not taken any chances on trying to
duplicate the lean.

Instead, he had driven the post further into the rain-softened ground. He had left it upright, hard in place,
so0 that no one would suspect that the post had been loose. That person had lowered the height of the
signboard by hisaction. Y et none of the searchers, viewing the marker, had realized its new condition.

A good job. Onethat had been a perfect deception. Only The Shadow, delving into the possibilities of
this strange case, had given thought to the signpost as alikely ement in the mystery.

The Shadow had concluded that it would have been easier to move asignpost than a house. Since both
had figured in the episode of Saturday, midnight, he had started with the post as hisfirst objective.

Thesign, at present, was standing at the beginning of the old Westbury road, exactly whereit belonged.
Y et chances were that Goodling and Lanford had seen it e sewhere. The Shadow drew amap from his
pocket and studied it in the fading light.

Following south from the old Westbury road, there were two more dirt roads that led off to the right
before the paved highway crossed the creek. Those were logically the onesto be investigated. Picking up
his briefcase, The Shadow started southward at a brisk pace.

The paved highway was deserted. The bridge had not yet been repaired. Travelerswere usng an entirely
different route between Sheffield and Westbury. There had been searchers hereabouts, but The Shadow
had learned from Clyde Burke that the hunt was ended. Hence he ran no risk of encountering searchers.

HALF amile down the paved highway, The Shadow found the next dirt road. It looked very much like
the old Westbury road; but the map showed that it merely ran into an old abandoned farm, afew miles
from the main highway. It was called Dobson's Road on the map.

The Shadow stopped at the edge of Dobson's Road. He picked the spot where a sign would naturally
gtand, if this road were marked like the old highway to Westbury. Stooping beside the underbrush, The
Shadow pressed back amatted mass of soggy turf. Again his soft laugh sounded.

The Shadow had found alarge posthole. This second clue told him where the Westbury sign had been
during its absence from the road where it belonged. The Shadow pushed the turf back into place. He
started along Dobson's Road.

The week-end rain had completely obliterated any tire traces dong this road. But The Shadow needed
no such indications. He was watching to the left. Three quarters of amile brought him to his objective.

Just past adight embankment, The Shadow discovered an old driveway. Following it, he made adight
turn; then, swinging to the opposite angle, he faced alarge house that loomed among trees.

At one corner was a porch, which had aroof but no steps. Approaching closdly, The Shadow noticed a
dry fringe of grass dong the porch edge. Thiswas atoken that steps had been here until recently.

Thiswas one of the empty houses that Clyde Burke had spoken about to Harry Vincent. It wasthe
house that had been occupied by Brooks, the artist. The Shadow knew that it must be the house that
Goodling and Lanford had visited.

The prosecutor and his friend had skidded through the driveway. They thought they had stopped facing
the front of the building. Instead, they had been headed directly toward the side.



Redlizing that, the occupants of the house had removed the steps after they had disposed of Goodling
and Lanford. Small wonder that searchers had passed up this house entirely. It was not on the Westbury
road. It was empty. It did not answer the vague description that Goodling and Lanford had given.

STEPPING UP to the porch, The Shadow tried the door. He found it locked. He opened it easily with a
skeleton key. Theinside of the door showed no bolts whatever. But as The Shadow used a flashlight for
close examination, he discovered spots that had been dabbed with paint.

Another touch. The removal of the bolts aided the deception. As The Shadow looked through the
gloomy hall, he understood fully how difficult it would be for anyone to recognize the place after one
vist.

The main portion of the house wasto The Shadow'sleft. This was nothing more than along rear hall.
People coming in from the actua front would reach thishall from other passages. It would not answer the
description given by Goodling and Lanford.

There was adoorway to The Shadow's right. Having the proper perspective, The Shadow decided that
this must lead to the room which Goodling and Lanford had mistaken for afront parlor. The Shadow
entered and found the room empty. He saw awide opening into another room. He went through.

Clyde Burke had given The Shadow full details of the house as Goodling and Lanford had remembered
it. Their description had been received at the Classic office before Clyde had started to Sheffield.

The Shadow knew, therefore, that he was in the living room where the two men had seen the dead body.
But nothing remained to indicate that this had once been an apartment of [uxury.

Old books, newspapers and magazines were scattered upon the bare floor. Cracked walls showed
where tapestries had been. Empty boxes occupied the corners. Everything had been done to make this
look like arear storeroom in an empty house.

Half shrouded in dusk, The Shadow reviewed his discoveries. He saw the game, even though he could
not supply the full details. A man had been killed in this house. The occupants had decided to make a
get-away.

This house was on Dobson's Road, thefirst dirt road past the old route to Westbury. Someonein the
house had gone out in the storm to remove the Westbury sign and place it on Dobson's Road. After they
had departed with al their luggage, the sign had been put back initsorigind place.

Had this been to deceive such chance wayfarers as Goodling and Lanford? Perhaps. It had certainly
succeeded in their case. But The Shadow could see chances for a degper purpose. He decided,
however, that such considerations could wait until later.

Opening awindow in the big room, he dropped out to the rear of the house. Striding across sodden
ground, he stopped to examine traces that interested him. Here, off at the rear, was an old abandoned
path that was wide enough to accommodate an automobile. It wound off through the trees toward the
next dirt road.

THE SHADOW followed the path. Flattened turf showed that acar might have traveled here; but the
rain had obliterated tire marks. A quarter of amile brought The Shadow to the last of the paraléd dirt
roads. Here, in adeep rut, he found another clue.

It was the broad mark of atire with an old-fashioned, dotted tread. Large enough to have been made by
alight truck. Using abit of string, The Shadow measured this mark. He made an estimate of thetire's



width.

Stepping up to an embankment, The Shadow |ooked forward and saw the hazy course of Roaring
Creek. He gained adistant view of the broken bridge on the main highway.

Even at such long range, he could discern the muddy turbulence of the torrent that till raged through the
gap. Near that spot where disaster threatened was the place where Goodling and Lanford had been
found on Sunday morning.

Something in the view must have impressed The Shadow, for hislaugh came as a spontaneous utterance.
Turning, he made hisway back to the abandoned house. Climbing through the window, he began an
ingpection of the ground floor.

In the front of the building, The Shadow discovered a stairway. There was an obscure closet beneath it.
The Shadow blinked his flashlight and tugged at the closed door. It opened. Therays of the light revealed
an object in the closet's depths.

It was asmall steamer trunk. Locked, but easily opened. Entering the closet, The Shadow blinked his
flashlight on the trunk. There he discerned the remnants of steamship labels and stickersthat bore the
names of European hotels.

Another turn of the flashlight showed the end of the trunk. The Shadow saw theinitidsM. L. D. Usnga
pick, he unlocked the trunk and opened it. The trunk had atray which contained various odd papers.

Steamship menus, theater programsin various languages, clippings from foreign newspapers. The
Shadow raised the tray to find the main portion of the trunk empty. Replacing the tray, he rummaged
among the papers and discovered asmall stack of hotd bills.

There were dl made out to Miss Myra Dolthan, of New Y ork. With them, The Shadow found an
envelope which had once contained aletter. It bore an American postage stamp. It was addressed to
Miss Myra Dolthan, Hotel de Ville, Paris. It was postmarked Boston, but bore no return address.

THE SHADOW closed the trunk and locked it. He stepped from the closet. He picked up his briefcase
and brought out a blackened fold of cloth. A cloak dipped over his shoulders. A douch hat settled on his
head.

Automatics went beneath the cloak; The Shadow's hands encased themsdlves in gloves. Beside the dusty
gairs, The Shadow had become aliving shroud. This spot was to be his headquarters until after dark.

For The Shadow had learned the one name that others had not gained: that of the mystery girl whom
Goodling and Lanford had seen in this very house. The occupants, in leaving, had forgotten the single
trunk.

Searchers had been about until this afternoon. The scouring of the district had ended. 1t would be
possible for someone to return to this house. The odds were that the vanished occupants had learned that
they had forgotten the steamer trunk.

The Shadow was waiting in the hope that he would later meet some member of the band that had
departed so suddenly from this house of doom. That forgotten trunk was the factor that would bring a
secret emissary hither.

To The Shadow, certain possibilities could rise to a point where they were sureties. He had discovered
such aninstance at present. He needed no further trail until this development had completed itself. His
process of logic had brought him to a definite conclusion regarding the ways and means of the persons



who had |eft this house.

Only the unforeseen could balk The Shadow for the present. Only developments that offered no clue
could hold The Shadow to one duty while another pressing task was close at hand.

Oddly, both such obstacles were dready in the making. The fortune which had resulted in the finding of
the trunk was keegping The Shadow from other spots where strange events were due.

CHAPTER V. THE MAN IN THE SEDAN

WHILE The Shadow was lingering in the empty, dmost forgotten house on Dobson's Road, one of his
agents was approaching afarm building on the other sde of Sheffield. Thiswas Clyde Burke, ridingina
coupe that he had hired. The reporter was on hisway to pick up Fred Lanford.

Clyde applied the brakes as he saw aman step into the road. The fellow had come from ahouse gate.
Clyde knew that this must be Lanford's farm. He turned on the dome light as the man stepped forward.

"You're Fred Lanford?" queried Clyde, surveying the pale, serious-looking man who peered through the
coupe window.

A nod was the response.
"I'm Burke," explained Clyde. "Hop in; well ride downtown."

Lanford complied. He shook hands with Clyde, then turned out the dome light at the reporter's
suggestion. Clyde headed back toward Sheffield.

"Nice of you to come out here and get me," said Lanford, asthey rode dong. "There's only one thing
about it, Burke. | don't think | ought to talk much until after I've seen Goodling."

"l understand,” acknowledged Clyde. "I'm not trying to work you for an interview. | told you that over
the telephone. All I want to do is check up on the story asit already stands. This business about the
house seems too fantastic to bered "

"l don't blame you for thinking that, Burke," chuckled Lanford. "Actudly, | thought I'd had apipe dream
when | woke up. But when | told my story, it fitted Jay Goodling's account right to every detail. We
couldn't both have had the same delusion.”

"That'slogicd," agreed Clyde.

"Jay and | have dways been pds," went on Lanford. "We went to college together; then | came back to
help dad run the farm while he took up law. | can vouch for Jay's word and he can vouch for mine.

"We went through areal experience Saturday night. We both remembered names that we heard
mentioned. The names of people whom we saw. Kerma - Daggart - Croy. Say - that fellow Croy wasa
tough fighter.

"He caught Jay unawares; but | had a chance to nab him. I would have made good on it, too; but | was
woozy after looking at that corpse in the other room. Say" - Clyde could see Lanford'sfists clench - "I'd
likeacrack at that big bird once again. I'd show him thistime."

"About the girl," remarked Clyde, as Lanford paused. "Her name was not mentioned?’

"No. She was the one who told us the names of the others. That pale fellow, Daggart, seemed upset



about it. | wonder what had happened to him. His left arm was bandaged and in ading.”
"Do you think that hiswound was recent?"

"Y es. The bandages were fresh. Of course they could have been new ones; but he was so pale, it looked
as though he'd gone through something not long before we arrived.”

LANFORD paused and sat silent, staring through the windshield. Clyde had turned into aroad that led
directly into Sheffidd. Far ahead, atraffic light showed a crossing on the outskirts of the town. An arc
light dso illuminated the corner.

"l wasrather groggy when | cameto my senses" resumed Lanford. "First thing | heard on Sunday
morning was the roar of the creek. They'd parked Jay and myself mighty close to the broken bridge.

"It'sadegp chasm there; and it wasfilled to the brim. Sure death for anybody who might have coasted
into that mess. But | stopped worrying about the creek when | began to think about the night before. My
am's dill abit stiff from that jab they gave me with the hypo.”

A sedan had cut in from aside streset. It wasrolling ahead of Clyde's coupe. Both cars were gpproaching
thetraffic light. The gleam turned red. The sedan stopped and Clyde swung up besideit.

Clyde went to the left of the sedan, which was apparently waiting to make aright turn into the secluded
Cross strest.

Clyde muittered jokingly about the usdlessness of alight at this point. He stopped suddenly ashe heard a
sound beside him. Lanford was opening the door.

"What'sup?' queried Clyde.

Lanford was hafway out of the car. He caught Clyde's forearm in awarning grip. He whispered ashe
pointed to the sedan; the driver of the other car waslooking up at thetraffic light.

"Seehim?"' queried Lanford, hoarsely. "Do you know who heis? That's Croy! I'm going to get him!™

Clyde shot alook as Lanford scrambled to the street. The reporter saw the scarred face of themanin
the sedan. He noted puffy lips; he redlized that the driver of the other car must be ahuge hulk of a
fdlow.

It wastoo late to stop Lanford. Clyde would have recommended a chase, not an attack against so
powerful afighter. But Lanford, angered by his previous defeat, had aready grabbed the opportunity that
he wanted. He was pouncing straight toward the sedan.

Croy heard him coming. As Lanford reached the front door of the sedan, the big man shot awild, hurried
look at his unexpected antagonist. He recognized Lanford as the young man from the previous night.
Lanford sprang upon the running board and thrust his hands through the opened window, aming for
Croy'sthroat.

Clyde saw ahig figt flash. Lanford thumped back, staggering hafway to the coupe. Croy hurled the front
door open and legped from the sedan. Lanford piled forward to meet him.

CRYING encouragement to Lanford, Clyde legped to the street and surged forward to aid. Had
Lanford put up ared struggle, the reporter could have aided him. But Croy was too much for Lanford.

The huge man had ddivered a second punch. Lanford was crumpling. He dropped away as Clyde



arrived. Croy swung another powerful blow against Clyde's chest. The reporter catapulted back against
the coupe.

With afierce snarl, Croy yanked open the rear door of the sedan. He scooped up Lanford'sform and
hurled the groggy man within.

Samming the rear door, he legped to the wheel and pulled his own door shut. He swung the car about,
to drive back aong the street down which he had come.

Clyde Burke had regained hiswind. Croy's move gave the reporter opportunity. Running to the rear of
the coupe, Clyde cut acrossin back and reached the sedan as it passed. He legped to the running board
beside the driver's seat. He shot aquick fist to Croy's jaw.

The scarred face took the punch unflinching. Croy'sleft arm siwung out and encased Clyde. Driving with
hisright, the big man gripped and battled with hisleft while he sped the sedan aong the Sllent Stret,
heading out of town.

Clyde was wiry; that fact made up for the lack of weight behind his punches. He proved tougher than
Croy had expected. Though he needed hisleft hand to hold on to the door of the sedan, Clyde found
opportunity to use hisright. He pummeled Croy as thoroughly as he could.

Y et Clyde's punches only glanced from the scarred face. Croy's head was bobbing back and forth; his
left arm warded off most of the reporter's blows. Whirling a ong a serpentine course, the sedan was
leaving the town behind.

Anything to stop the car. That was Clyde's frenzied thought. He was willing to risk awreck to end this
mad course. At intervals he dmost succeeded.

They wereroaring along an outlying road. At one point, Croy jammed the brakes as the sedan swung to
the right. The big car skidded; then found its course dong adirt road.

Clydelost his grip asthe sedan swung. Croy's hamlike hand caught the back of the reporter's neck. The
big man guffawed; his puffy lips showed a grin as he swung his opponent back and forth.

Clydéslight body wavered like adummy figure; hisfeet clicked the running board while his hands made
wild, unsuccessful graspsfor the door.

The car dowed at another turn. Croy swung right. Ashe did, he flung his huge left arm outward. The
heave precipitated Clyde afull dozen feet. The Shadow's agent landed at the edge of the road and
hurtled headforemaost upon agrassy bank.

CLYDE rolled over and came up gasping. He rose unsteadily and looked around for the car. It was
gone, past the turn in the road. To follow by foot would be usdess.

Clyde thought of his coupe, three miles away, on the outskirts of Sheffield. He realized now that he
should have followed in his car. He had made the same mistake as Lanford.

Ason aprevious night, Croy had conquered two combatants. He had overpowered Lanford and carried
the man away as prisoner. He had pitched Clyde Burke from the side of his speeding car. Evidently he
had considered the reporter unimportant.

Croy, despite his great strength, must be stupid. So Clyde decided as he started back aong the road.
For athough the big man had carried off Lanford, he had left Clyde free to bear witness of the affray that
had ended in the abduction of Fred Lanford.



Under the circumstances, Clyde had but one choice. He knew that he must go into Sheffield and report
to Jay Goodling. The conference in the prosecutor's office was aready under way; for Clyde and
Lanford would have arrived just at the time that Goodling had set.

Clyde Burke grunted huskily as he limped townward, still shaky from his battle with Croy. Hewas on his
way to drop abombshell into the conference at Goodling's, so he thought.

But Clyde's conjecture was wrong on that point. Already devel opments were taking place in Sheffield.
Occurrences were due there that would prove more startling than Clyde's experience with Croy.

CHAPTER VI. DEATH BEARSWITNESS

THE county prosecutor's office was Situated et the rear of the old Sheffield courthouse, a gloomy building
that stood across the street from the Weetherby Hotel. It was there that Jay Goodling had arranged to
hold an early evening discussion regarding the case in which he had figured so prominently.

Harry Vincent had met the prosecutor shortly after dinner. Clyde Burke had made the introduction.
Immediately afterward, Goodling had headed for his office. The prosecutor's actions had indicated that
something wasin theair.

Harry sensed new tension when he entered the courthouse to await Clydes arrival. There were three
reporters present; with them, two men who looked like deputy sheriffs. In addition, Harry noted alanky,
white-haired man who wore afriendly smile as he chatted with the deputies. Harry heard one man
addressthisworthy as Doctor Claig.

A closed door indicated the prosecutor's office. The transom above it wastightly shut. Harry fancied that
he could hear the buzz of voicesfrom within. Evidently, Goodling was holding preliminary conferences
with someone.

At last there came the click of akey. The door swung open. Goodling, hisface inscrutable, waved for
those waiting to enter. Harry walked in with the others. Goodling motioned them to chairs.

Harry, like the others, was quick to observe another man within the room. The stranger was a square-set
individual, with dark hair and awise face. He was seated beside Goodling's desk.

"GENTLEMEN," began Goodling as hetook his chair at the desk, "thisis Roy Parrell, aprivate
detective from New Y ork. He has come up from New Y ork to present atheory regarding the mysterious
house wherein Lanford and | had our strange adventure.

"Mr. Parrdll arrived this afternoon. He has finally agreed to make histheory public, now that the search
for the house hasfailed. He fed s that such a statement would be to the interest of the client who sent him
here”

Goodling looked toward Parrell, who nodded; then glanced about the group.

"Which man," he asked, "isyour friend Fred Lanford? | think that he should be present to hear my
statement, prosecutor.”

"That'sright," rgjoined Goodling. "Lanford should be here. Didn't | hear that reporter, Burke, say that he
was going out to get him?”"

Goodling looked toward Harry, who nodded.
"Well, Fred should bein any minute," declared Goodling. " Suppose you start, Parrell. Lanford will



probably arrive by the time you have finished with the preliminaries.”
"Just one other question,” indsted Parrdll. "Isthis gentleman Doctor Leo Claig?'

The detective was |ooking toward the white-haired man. It was Claig himself who nodded. Harry noticed
asharp gleam of the physician'seyes.

"Doctor Claig," continued Parrell, "you were the physician who examined Mr. Goodling and Mr.
Lanford, were you not?"

"l was," replied the physician.

"And you stated,” said Parrdll, "that they had been under the influence of a powerful opiate, administered
by ahypodermic syringe?'

"Precisely,” agreed Claig. "Both showed influence of the drug. Both bore marks of the needle.”

"Would that experience," questioned Parrell, "have caused them to hold adelusion regarding the things
they saw and heard during their stay at the unknown house?

"Not at dl," interjected Claig. "Their impressons were gained prior to the injection of the narcotics.
Moreover, their storieswereidentical.”

"Doctor Claigisexperienced in such maiters,”" explained Goodling. "Prior to hisretirement from active
practice, he used his homefor a private sanitarium.”

"Herein Sheffidd?' questioned Parrell.

"Outsde of town," replied Claig. "Three miles north of here. | dill livein the old place; but | have closed
off the upper stories, sncel no longer have patients there.,

"You see, Mr. Parrell, opiates and narcotics are frequently required in menta cases. | am thoroughly
acquainted with the actions of drugs. When | state, with full conviction, that Goodling and Lanford were
not the victims of drugged impressions, my opinion isone that should carry weight.

"They, apparently, acquired a condition of complete catalepsy. Awakening, their minds reverted to the
point where their recollections had | eft off. All their origina impressonswere clarified. Fully acceptable
astestimony.”

DOCTOR CLAIG nodded wisdly as he completed his statement. The physician’s opinion brought a
gleaming smile from Parrell. It roused the detective into prompt activity.

"Good!" exclamed Parrdl. "Then we know that we are dealing with aman named Kermal; that he hasa
secretary named Daggart and a servant named Croy. That there was agirl there with them.”

Again Claig nodded. Goodling looked pleased.

"Daggart and Croy," sated Parrdl, "are nameswith which | am unfamiliar. But obvioudy, those men
were merdy servants of Kermd. | know who Kermdl is. Hisfull nameis Taussg Kermd; heisalawyer
who once practiced in Boston."

Reporters began to make notes. Harry Vincent followed suit.

"| can dso name the young lady who was present,” resumed Parrell. " She is Myra Dolthan, of Boston.
Sheisthe niece of my client, Rufus Dolthan, who livesin New Y ork."



Parrell waited for the pencilsto pause. He leaned on the side of the desk and resumed his statement.

"Rufus Dolthan iswedthy," he explained. "' So was his brother, Wade Dolthan, Myrasfather. A few
months ago, Wade Dolthan died. He left his entire estate to his daughter, Myra, who wasthenin
Europe.

"There was a second beneficiary. | refer to George Garling, stepson of Wade Dolthan. George Garling is
somewherein the West. He received asmall inheritance; he would have come into the whole estate only
if Myrahad not been living."

Parrell made another pause. Then, emphatically, he came to the next point of his account.

"MyraDolthan isnot yet twenty-one," stated the detective. "Hence the estate isnot yet hers. It il liesin
the control of the executor. That man, gentlemen, is none other than Taussig Kermal, the Boston lawyer.

"Rufus Dolthan tried to communicate with his niece after her father died. Hefailed to reach her in Europe.
He sought Kermd; the lawyer had left Boston. It was then that the truth dawned upon Rufus Dolthan.

"Taussg Kerma has decided to keep the girl away from everyone until her twenty-first birthday, which
will bethis very week. Upon that date, Myra Dolthan becomes sole heir to ten million dollars. Once she
is twenty-one, any papersthat she may sgn will belegal documents.

"Kermd'sgameisto hold her, away from dl contact, until after her birthday. Then he can have her sgn
away the bulk of her estate into his hands. Oncethat is done, Myra Dolthan will be free; and also
penniless. Shewill have a chanceto see her Uncle Rufus, after it istoo late for himto ad her.”

PARRELL wasleaning forward as he spoke. The detective wasin front of an open window, where trees
and ground behind the courthouse formed pitch blackness. But Parrell was not concerned with matters
outsde. He was intent as he addressed his audience. He wagged an emphatic finger as he completed his
Satement.

"Most remarkable,” commented Doctor Claig, nodding hiswhite-locked head. "I presume, Mr. Parrell,
that you read the brief accounts of the mysterious girl in the vanished house?!

"Rufus Dolthan did," returned Parrell. "That iswhy he sent me here. | run an investigating agency of my
own" - hethrust a card across the desk to the physician - "and Rufus Dolthan told me to look into the
case.

"After | talked with Mr. Goodling this afternoon, | wired Mr. Dolthan to come up on the evening train.
He should be here within afew hours. All | needed to know" - again Parrell wagged hisfinger - "was that
one name. Kermal. Taussig Kermd. That put us on theright track.”

"What about these others?' questioned Claig. The physician was taking a sudden interest in the case.
"Daggart and Croy? Y ou say they are unimportant?"

"Probably," returned Roy Parrdll. "Merely servants. Tools of Kermal's. He has probably duped the girl
into believing that her enforced hiding isin keeping with someterm in her father'swill."

"But the dead man at the house?' quizzed Claig. "Have you any ideawho he might be? Has Rufus
Dolthan any theory?'

"Noneat al." Parrell shook his head. "Taussg Kermd isthe only one we know about. The lawyer has
proven himsdf to be ascoundrd. Heis capable of any crime; the fact that murder was committed in his
house testifiesto that point.”



"We shdl learn the name of the dead man," assured Goodling, quietly. Do not worry upon that score.
Our chief problem isto find that house. We must pick up sometrail; gain some proof of crime-"

The prosecutor paused. Someone was rapping at the door. Goodling gave the command to enter. The
door opened. A gawky, red-faced yokd stepped into the room. The newcomer was attired in khaki
trousers, agray-flannd shirt and heavy hunting boots. He was unshaven and his face showed an ugly
grin.

"Hello, prosecutor,” greeted the arriva, stepping up to the desk and dropping a battered felt hat into a
chair. "Guess maybe you've heard of me. My name's Y ager” - he rumbled alaugh as he spoke - "Hector
Yager. | live up Dobson's Road, in by the old farm.”

"A squatter, aren't you?' queried Goodling, sternly.

"Well," grumbled Yager, "l ain't got no deed for that property where | built that log cabin of mine. But |
an't exactly no squatter, neither.”

"Certain people seem to think so. They've put in aprotest to have you evicted.”
"Y eah? What've they got againg me?"
"Chicken steding. Y ou've been seen afew places where you shouldn't have been, Y ager."

THE squatter's ugly grin faded. His eyes glowered angrily as he faced the youthful prosecutor. Then
Y ager'slipsformed a sneer.

"Bringing that up, en?" he snorted. "If | was as big a swell-head asthem folks, I'd walk out of hereright

"Yourewelcometoit, Yager. Your confession to thefts of hen roosts can wait until later. We have more
important business here tonight.”

"Smart guy, eh? Well, that comes of ‘em, putting in akid for county prosecutor. | ought to be leaving; but
just because you think you know so much, I'm going to stay. And talk.”

"Theresthe door, Yager," snapped Goodling, coming to hisfeet. "Useit in ahurry before | have you
pitched out of here. Do you understand?’

"Sure," chuckled Y ager, holding his ground. ™Y ou want meto clear out - without telling you what | know.
About that house you're looking for - and the people who wereliving iniit."

Goodling stood staring, rigid. Y ager snorted alaugh. He pulled awad of bank notes from his pocket and
flung them on the desk beside his hat.

"See that there money?' demanded the squatter. "Wdll, that was given to me to keegp my trap shut. It was
given to me by afellow named Blissop. He wasliving therein that house."

"Blissop?"' queried Goodling. "Y ou mean -"

"I mean the guy they did away with," brokein Yager. "Y ou're looking for adead man, ain't you? Well,
I'm telling you who he was. Blissop - that was his name.”

"And the others?"

"I don't know them. But they got rid of Blissop because he was pulling a double-cross.”



Doctor Claig had drawn close to the desk. Harry Vincent could see the sharp gleam of the physician's
eyes. He fancied that he could hear Claig's breath coming in short, tense wheezes.

It was Parrell, however, who spoke to Y ager. The detective had cometo hisfeet. His expression was
eager. He wanted to know more. He pointed as Y ager turned toward him.

"Y ou saw the murder of thisman Blissop?' questioned Parrdll. Y ou were awitnessto the crime?”

"Me?" snorted Yager. "Say - | wouldn't have gone near that place. Not after Blissop talked to me. He
spilled everything, he did, to keep me quiet. He thought I'd stay quiet because he gave me the dough.

"Say - I'm going to tell you folks who's who and what'swhat. I'm going to give away amighty dick game
soyoull dl be straight. Y ou won't have much trouble finding the man you want after I'm through.”

Y AGER paused. Hisgrin returned. Claig was at hisside, hands half raised. Parrell, till beside the desk,
was wagging hisfinger; the detective was seeking to attract Y ager's attention. But the squatter wasfacing
Goodling, gloating in histriumph over the new prosecutor who had accused him of chicken stedling.

"Blissop cometo me," began Y ager, "and he saysto listen. He gives me money. He saystheresgoing to
be more. He says to me on Saturday night that when -"

A staccato gun bark ended Y ager's sentence. The burst came from outside the window. Harry Vincent
legped to hisfeet as he saw the flash in the darkness. A gulp came from Hector Y ager asthe big squatter
sraightened in front of the desk.

Then, like the echoes of that first bark, came two new bursts from beyond the window. With those
flashes, Y ager crumpled; he sprawled headforemost across the desk. Assassins from the trees behind the
courthouse had drilled the squatter with their bullets.

As Goodling stood rigid, Claig stepped forward and bent above the body. The physician seemed fearless
of new shots. He was acting to aid the stricken man. Roy Parrell, however, was quick to see new
danger.

Leaping away from the desk, the private detective dived for thewall beside the door. He blinked out the
light. The darkened room afforded no new targetsfor hidden killersin the night.

Goodling sprang to the window as he heard the roar of amotor. A car was shooting away from the curb
of an isolated Street beyond the trees that formed a cluster in the grounds behind the courthouse.

"Get them!" barked the prosecutor. "Through the window! Through the door! Outside, you fools!”

Goodling was yanking open adesk drawer. He grabbed arevolver in the darkness and sprang through
the window to the ground afew feet below. Parrell scrambled after him; the detective had agun of his
own.

The deputies yanked open the door and dashed through the corridor to spread the alarm, then circled the
courthouse. The reporters followed. Harry Vincent was about to |eave when he heard someone by the
light switch. Thelight clicked on. It revedled Doctor Leo Claig.

The physician gazed sharply at Harry; then turned on his heel and went to the desk to examine Y ager's
body. Harry watched Claig. He saw adow solemn nod of the physician's head; an indication that the
sguatter was dead.

Claig was till beside the body when Goodling and the others returned. The prosecutor's face was grim.



The brief chase had proven futile. Killers had made aquick get-away in awaiting car. Half adozen new
deputies had arrived; they were men who had searched for the missing house that very afternoon.

JAY GOODLING studied the squad before him. He looked at Y ager's body; then gave a prompt
decision. Hiswords brought comment of approva from the crowd.

"We're going out to Y ager's cabin,” declared the prosecutor. "Well see what we can find there. Come
along; were gtarting for Dobson's Road.”

Men tramped from the office. Thistime, Harry Vincent followed. Hector Y ager's body remained,
watched only by Doctor Leo Claig.

Death had claimed awitness about to testify regarding the location of the vanished house. The law was
moving to follow the one lead that it had gained. Such a course was likely to prove barren; but it wasthe
only oneto take.

Harry Vincent redlized that the trip to Y ager'swould probably prove futile. He would have preferred to
stay at the courthouse until Clyde Burke arrived, for he was aready puzzled by hisfelow agent's
absence.

But Harry had apart to play. He and Clyde were supposed to be mere acquaintances, both
newspapermen, but not companionsin ahidden surface. It was up to Harry to continue the bluff that The
Shadow had ordered. He must not jeopardize his usefulness by failing to join the other reporters who
were anxious to see the squatter's cabin.

With these thoughtsin mind, Harry Vincent entered awaiting automobile that was about to start for the
shack where Hector Y ager would no longer dwell.

CHAPTER VII. KILLERSIN THE DARK

ONLY afew hours had eapsed since The Shadow's return to the lonely house on Dobson's Road.
Thaose hours had brought no change to this silent terrain. This evening's episodes had so far been confined
to the town of Sheffield.

All was till within the house on Dobson's Road. Complete blackness had enveloped the building. The
Shadow lay hidden within that thickened gloom. He waslistening as he had been since dusk; waiting for
some betraying sound of a prowler's gpproach.

Click! The Shadow heard the noise from the darkness of the stairs. A key, scraping in alock. The sound
ended; then it repeated. Someone was trying to open the front door. The Shadow waited while the sound
continued at brief intervals.

Squesking hingestold that the door had yielded. A faint puff of air breezed through the darkened hall
beside the stairs. Then came footsteps, cautious, creaking tokens of advance. Dull reflectionstold of
blinking flashlights

Prowlers had entered. Two men; not one. They were sneaking through the rooms on the ground floor,
making a closeingpection of the secluded house. The blinks appeared from the rear. The men had cut
through to thelong hdll.

Parlor - living room - hall again. The blinks were by the side door that The Shadow had entered. Light
gleamed toward the tairs, then ran dong the wall. Someone grunted; a hand clicked alight switch.

A single bulb gleamed from a high celling. That lamp was one that had not been removed fromits



unreachable socket. The light showed a tel ephone on the floor, near the closet to the sairs

PEERING from the steps, The Shadow saw two roughly dressed men. They were whispering,
apparently discussing the next step in their snatch. One pointed to the closet door. The other nodded.
The first man tugged the door open; he grunted to his pa. Both entered the long doping clost.

The Shadow glided from the stairway.

Inthat dim light, he seemed a ghostly shape, some creature harbored by a house of gloom, aliving shade
that had remained from banished darkness.

Swiftly, silently, he gained the turn on the closet door. He stooped; his gloved hands appeared bearing
automatics. His burning eyes stared toward the closet. The two men were diding the trunk from its hiding
place.

"Better openit, Jake," growled one. "Let's seewhat'singde. No usein lugging it out if its empty!"

"Yeah?' Jake's question wasasnort. "Take alook at them labels, Dink. "An' theinitids on the end. Ain't
they reason enough?'

"Guess you'e right, Jake; But you'd better -"

"Dink" broke off. Jake had stepped out into the light to fumble for keys somewherein his pocket. He had
chanced to look up. He found himself staring into the eyes of The Shadow.

Dink, looking up at Jake, had seen a sudden change in his pal's expression. Ugly lips had spread; but the
snarl which they tried to give had faded in Jack's throat. Dink followed the direction of his companion's
gaze. Like Jake, Dink saw The Shadow.

Two rigid men. Revolvers bulging from their pockets; yet they dared not reach for those ready wesgpons.
Thefiery gaze of The Shadow held them motionless.

They knew theidentity of thisweird being. That, in itsdlf, told factsto The Shadow. He knew that these
men, despite their rurd garb, were ruffians from the city. They were crooks who feared The Shadow's
might

Those who had occupied this house had gone to stay. These men were members of some crew that had

come herein their stead. But their object was the same: to pick up anything that had been left behind,
such asthat telltale trunk benegth the Sairs.

THE SHADOW spoke. Histone was cold; hiswords athrobbing whisper, backed by the weapons that
he wielded. He had no quarrel with these men, despite their uncouth appearance. He was ready to let
them talk.

"Speak” hissed The Shadow. " State why you are here. Give the name of the person who sent you.”

It was Jake who found words. His answer came in ahusky gasp that followed the sibilant echoes of The
Shadow's eerie tones.

"Wewasjust lookin' around,” explained the ruffian. "But here - wonderin' if there was anythin' - anythin’
we could use. Were just acouple of bums. Nothin' else-"

The Shadow's whispered laugh interrupted. It was a sneering, mirthless tone that stopped Jakein hislie.
That fierce taunt caled for the truth. Dink quivered as he heard The Shadow's gibe.



"Well talk,"” whined Dink. "On the leve. Jake didn't mean no harm. We picked this house because we
wastold to come here. We ain't hicks, that's al afake story. We've been looking for -"

The Shadow whirled suddenly. His move wastimey. He was standing at the very corner of the long rear
passage, hisfigure reveded by thelight.

Dink'swords had drowned a sound that The Shadow would ordinarily have heard. Some new prowler
had been unlocking the door through which Goodling and Lanford had made their entry two nights
before.

It was apuff of air that had warned The Shadow. Hiswhirl camejust as the door was fully opened.
Crimson flashed from the lining of his black-surfaced cloak. Barely discernible in the doorway were the
figures of two men.

"It's Sasher!" cried Jaketo Dink. "Slasher, with Louie. They seen the glimmer. Get The Shadow!™

REVOLVERS barked from the doorway. "Sasher" and Louie had spotted The Shadow's twisting figure.
Crooks, like Jake and Dink, they had blazed quick shots at their arch-foe. As flames stabbed in from the
night, bullets Szzled past The Shadow's shoulder.

The cloaked fighter had made himsalf amoving target. Thelong range, thefull length of the hall, wasdso
to his advantage. Moreover, he had dived in the direction opposite that which the new arrivals had
expected. He was heading for the living room; not to the sairs.

In his swift siweep, The Shadow swung straight toward those stabbing flares of guns. Hisfingersclicked
triggers. Automatics answered with their booms. The Shadow's thrusts were gauged, despite their

speed.

A figure thudded in the hall; another staggered back with acry. Oneinvader had dropped; the other was
diving for the porch. The Shadow whedled again; thistime toward Jake and Dink. Once again, hismove
was hissdvation.

Cornered rats were whimpering no longer. With venomous snarls, this pair had snatched their gunsfrom
their pockets. The Shadow had given them a chanceto live. It was not in their evil heartsto return the
favor.

Dink aimed too swiftly. He fired as The Shadow suddenly whedled clear of the living room door. Dink's
shot went wide. Jake, however, was more deliberate than his excited pal. He pressed histrigger finger,
holding his shot haf a second longer than Dink.

One half second! Such aninterva was along space to The Shadow. His actions camein tenths of
seconds. Between Dink's futile shot and Jake's coming attempt, The Shadow's automatics spat thelr jabs
of flame.

Dink sprawled before he could fire anew bullet. Jake dumped, hisfirst shot undischarged. The Shadow
had dedlt rightly with these skulkers who had shown no thanks for his mercy.

A gleam of headlights shot through the opened door. A cry from outsde; it came from the man who had
staggered into the clear. An automobile had arrived, bearing new thugs. Shoutstold that they were piling
toward the house.

THE SHADOW swept toward the wall near the stairway closet. Guns barked from the porch; exultant
criestold that new crooks thought their enemy was on the run. The Shadow snapped the wall switch,
plunging the hdlway into darkness.



Crooks came on; they believed that The Shadow had fled into the interior of the house. They were
wrong. Automatics burst anew. The Shadow had held his ground; he was meeting these invaderswith a
leaden hail.

Men went diving back to the porch, scrambling for safety, anxiousto regain their car. The Shadow
followed. Hisguns dtill barked as he kept up the pursuit. Crookswerein flight, firing wild shotsfrom the
Sdesof arakish touring car.

One man had remained at the whed!; that accounted for the rapid escape. But as the touring car swung
into the dirt road at the front, it came squarely into the glare of other headlights. Crooks fired wildly at
approaching cars.

Guns barked in answer. The touring car veered wide and shot by an arriving caravan. Skidding from an
embankment, it roared toward the lower road, jouncing its way to the clear before the other cars could
stop and turn about.

The three cars swung into the driveway. The Shadow moved swiftly from the porch. He faded into the
shelter of enshrouding trees. He saw the three cars draw up beside the house. Men dighted; Harry
Vincent was among them.

Jay Goodling's procession, onitsway to Y ager's cabin, had been attracted by the finish of The Shadow's
fray. Fashlights glimmered; one showed the open side door. A cdl for Goodling; then camethe
prosecutor's startled exclamation.

Entering by the side, Goodling had recognized the same hall that he and Lanford had seen two nights
before. As men of the law poured into the house, The Shadow faded toward the dirt road. He saw no
need to linger.

As aftermath to this strange chain of episodes, the law had discovered the spot that The Shadow had
found hours before - the house that searchers thought had vanished. Within that house lay evidence.

Men of crime had failed to remove the steamer trunk that bore the initials of Myra Dolthan and which
contained an envel ope addressed to the girl hersalf.

The search for the missing heiresswould gain new impetus, thanks to the consequences that had followed
The Shadow's fight.

CHAPTER VIII. THE LAW PREPARES

THE big clock in the Sheffield courthouse was striking ten when three carsrolled up in front of the
gloomy, old-fashioned building. Jay Goodling was returning with his squad from the house on Dobson's
Road.

A lone deputy came forward from the courthouse steps. He started to spesk to the prosecutor. Goodling
waved him aside in order to superintend the unloading of the steamer trunk from one of the cars. The
deputy managed, however, to get astatement off his chest.

"It'simportant, prosecutor,” heinsisted. "It's about your friend Lanford -"

"Whereis Lanford?" questioned Goodling, suddenly turning about. "I want to see him. Ishe hereyet?"
"No," returned the deputy. "He's missing. Don't know where heis. Thisreporter fellow isin your office.”
"Burke?'



"Y eah. Waiting to see you, prosecutor.”

Goodling bounded up the steps. Roy Parrell followed, and Harry Vincent did the same. Two deputies
were hoisting the trunk; they decided to carry it to the prosecutor's office.

When Harry and Parrell reached the rear office, they found Goodling aready there. The prosecutor was
garing at Clyde Burke, who was resting wearily in achair beside the desk. Doctor Claig was standing
beside the reporter.

"Where's Lanford?' Goodling was demanding. "What's happened to him, Burke? What's happened to
you?'

Clyde's clothes showed that he had been in a scuffle. The reporter's deeves were ripped; his suit was
mud-stained. His face showed bruises.

"Lanford has been abducted,” interposed Claig, quietly, before Clyde could explain. "He and Burke had
abattle with some fellow whom they met outside of town. Lanford was carried off."

"By whom?" questioned Goodling, savagdly.
"By Croy," replied Clyde. "The big fellow that you and Lanford saw at the missing house."
"Let me havethe details, Burke."

CLY DE gave them. Hetold of thefight; his subsequent fall from Croy's sedan. He stated that he had
walked into town; that he had arrived at half past nine to find the prosecutor absent.

"Haf past nine?" questioned Goodling. "That was half an hour ago. Why wasn't | informed sooner?"

"Youwereup a Yager's," said Claig. "There was no way to reach you, prosecutor. | advised Burketo
rest here until you returned.”

"And you started no search for Lanford?’

"There was no use. Y ou had taken al your men except one; and | supposed that you wanted him to stay
here

"Y ou seem to have an exaggerated idea of your authority, doctor.”

Claig smiled a Goodling's outburst. With eyes gleaming shrewdly, the physician replied to the
prosecutor's harsh statement.

"On the contrary, Goodling," declared Claig, "I did not usurp any privileges. | an merely aphysician; not
an officer of thelaw. The only advicethat | could give wasfor Burketo rest until you returned. It was
beyond my provinceto order ahunt for Lanford.”

Goodling could think of no retort. He was angry; but redlized that Claig's mild reprova alowed no
criticism. Turning about, Goodling addressed the two deputies who had brought in the trunk.

"Everyone out to hunt for Lanford,” snapped the prosecutor. " Start from the traffic light on ElIm Street.
Follow out to the old Northwest Road. Look for a suspicious sedan; hunt abig man with a scarred face.
By theway, where are the reporters?’

"Comingin," replied adeputy. "They'rein the last car. Take 'em dong, shal we?"



"Yes," decided Goodling. "Burke and Vincent both represent the press. They're enough to be here.”

Momentary silence followed the departure of the deputies. A train was chugging from somewhere
beyond the courthouse; its clanging bell told that it was pulling out of town. Goodling spied the trunk. He
opened it and began to examine the papersin thetray.

"Look at this," he said suddenly. He had found the envelope. " Addressed to Myra Dolthan, in Paris. This
isher trunk, dl right."

"I knew that from theinitids," returned Parrdll, indicating the end of the trunk. "The L standsfor Lucille -
thegirl'smiddle name."

There were footstepsin the hall. Goodling looked up to see atdl, dignified man, whosethin gray hair
topped agtraight forehead. The arrival's face was a kindly one; yet trouble showed upon its drooping

lips
Behind the newcomer were two others. One was a solemn, long-faced individua of dight build; the other
was a cabby from the station. The cabby was burdened with two heavy suitcases.

"Rufus Dolthan!" exclaimed Parrdll, springing forward to greet the gray-haired man. "I am sorry, gr. |
should have met you at the station. But there has been trouble here.”

DOLTHAN'Skindly eyes had narrowed as they spied the trunk. The gray-haired man noticed the
foreign papersin the opened tray.

"Myras?" he questioned, in aworried tone. "Y ou have traced her, Parrdl|?"
"Yes," nodded the private detective. "ThisisMr. Goodling, Sir. He can explain better than |."
Rufus Dolthan bowed. He turned to the long-faced man behind him and gave an order.

"Pay the cabby, Souder," said Dolthan. "Have him take our luggage to the hotel. After that, you may join
me here."

Souder nodded and went out with the cabby. Dolthan sat down in achair. Goodling took his seat behind
the desk; then introduced Claig, Harry and Clyde.

"Mattersare il unsettled,” explained Goodling, to Dolthan. "Nevertheless, | was about to summarize
what we have learned. Therefore, Mr. Dolthan, your arrival enables you to hear of certain unfortunate
developments.”

"Concerning my niece?' questioned Dolthan, anxioudy.

"Only indirectly,” replied Goodling. "First of al, Mr. Dolthan, we had evidence of strangersin thisvicinity.
Two nights ago, aman named Lanford and mysdlf entered an unknown house and there met aman
named Kerma."

"Taussig Kerma?'

"Y es. He could hardly have been any other person. We also met ayoung woman who answersthe
description of your niece, Myra. Shewarned usto leave."

"She seemed well ?"

"Yes. Her concern wasfor us; not for hersdf."



"Of course. Of course. Kermal would be according her the best possible trestment. The scoundrel will
have to maintain her confidence until after sheis of age.”

"SO | understand from Parrell. But to resume, Mr. Dolthan, we had not, until tonight, gained any trace of
the house or its occupants. Then events commenced.

"Fird, regarding Lanford. He was driving into town with Burke" - Goodling indicated the reporter - "and
they encountered aman in asedan. Lanford recognized the fellow as Croy, aservant of Taussg Kermal.

"Croy was a powerful fighter, as| can testify. He carried Lanford away; he dropped Burke on aroad
outside of town. Hence we were not immediately acquainted with what had happened.

"I was holding conference here. A squatter named Hector Y ager entered and told of dedling with aman
caled Blissop, aservant of Kermal'swho was murdered. Before Y ager could complete histestimony,
shotswere fired through thiswindow. Y ager was dain under our very eyes.”

"Incredible!” exclaimed Dolthan. He shifted, his chair away from thewindow. "A murder - herein your
own office! Did the assassins escape?”

"They did," returned Goodling. "We started out to Y ager's. We heard gunfire; we encountered afleeing
car. That led usto investigate a house that had not been properly searched before, since it was not on the
old Westbury road.

"We discovered it to be the mystery house. We found dead men there; and we located thistrunk that
belonged to your niece. But the house was deserted; itslavish furnishings removed. Kermal, Daggart,
Croy - dl were gone; and Myraaso."

Goodling arose and paced the office. He stared through the blackened window. He shrugged his
shoulders; he was sure that no lurkers had returned. They had dedlt with Y ager; another visit here would
have been folly on the part of the ns.

"I have cometo certain conclusions," stated Goodling, "despite the fact that some detailsare vague. Itis
obviousthat Kerma and his underlings fled that house after they had dedlt with Lanford and mysdif.

"Apparently Blissop, knowing Kermd's game, had planned to blackmail his master. He must have
arranged for pas of histo come to the house tonight. Probably he chose Y ager's shack for the
rendezvous. That iswhy he gave Y ager money."

Goodling paused to look toward Parréll. The private detective nodded his accordance. Goodling
resumed.

"Kerma ordered Blissop's murder. He removed everything to some new hide-out. The trunk was
forgotten. He sent men of hisown to get it. On the way, they stopped here. Croy, scouting about, must
have reported that a conference was due.

"Kermd'sruffians saw Y ager through the window. They fired three shots, killing Y ager; then they dashed
away for aquick trip to the old house. Blissop's pals, meanwhile, had arrived a Y ager's. Finding the
squatter gone, they went to the old house.

"The two groups met. They battled; we arrived at the finish. We gained the trunk as evidence. But dead
men cannot speak; and living rascals have escaped.”

JAY GOODLING stopped, dejectedly. Rufus Dolthan, however, was quick to interject a hopeful
comment.



"Perhaps," he exclamed, "those fugitives have goneto join Kermd. Their trail would lead you to his new
hiding place."

"No." It was Parrell who spoke. "Those fellows were covering up. They wouldn't hop back to Kermad's.
They weren't hicks; they came from New Y ork. Kerma must have called them in on the ded.”

"We have onelead,” decided Goodling, thoughtfully. "I refer to Croy. He must have goneto join Kermd.
What ismore, | believe that the new headquartersisclose by."”

"What makes you think that?" questioned Dolthan.

"Croy being close a hand," replied Goodling. "That is one point. Another fact: they moved awholelot of
furnishings. They would not have wanted to travel after daybreak; hence they could not have gone agrest
distance.

"Moreover, the move was an emergency one. They were taking chances being in that empty house and
they probably were wise enough to have another hide-out picked for apinch. What is more, Daggart
was wounded. Kerma would have to think about him.

"Our search will continue. | intend to scour the entirely county for traces of Kerma and his subordinates.
No timewill belogst."

"No time can belogt!" exclamed Dolthan, rising. "Myramust be found within the next few days. Assoon
as she becomes of age, Kermd's plot will be completed. Myraishisdupe, just as her father was. The
grasping scoundrd will trick her into Sgning avay her wedth.”

"Do you think that the girl'slifeisin jeopardy?" queried Goodling.

"Yesand no," replied Dolthan, histone troubled. "So long as Kermal thinks he'swithin the law, he will
prefer to have her live. But if heistrapped; if crimeis pinned upon him, heisrogue enough to resort to
murder. As he had done aready.”

"Then our search may bring trouble," declared Goodling, serioudy. "Yet it isour only course.”

"It must be carefully conducted,” warned Dolthan. " Search thoroughly for Kermd; but when heisfound,
make no immediate attack againg him."

"A good plan," agreed Goodling. "Naturdly, Kerma would not murder Myra unless he knew his game
was finished. Only an open attack would drive him to such adeed. | believe, Mr. Dolthan, that it would
be best for you to stay in town, so that we can discuss matters when the emergency arrives.”

"| shal do s0." Dolthan turned to Souder, who had quietly returned during the discussion. " Souder, call
my homein New Y ork. Have Wurling drive here a once with the limousine. Tell him to bring Hazzler,
ads.”

"ONE moment, Mr. Dolthan," asserted Parrell. "Maybe you need your chauffeur and your valet snce
you intend to stay awhile; but | need helpers, too; and they are more important. If I'm to work on this
case with Mr. Goodling, | ought to have afew of my investigators on thejob."

"Perhaps, Parrell,” reproved Dolthan, "Mr. Goodling does not want your assistance. My intentions were
to send you back to New Y ork. The search for Myrais now in the hands of the law."

"But | wastrailing Kermd," indsted Parrell, in an indignant tone. "'l came hereto look for him. It's rather
tough to be let down just when the game beginsto open.”



"Y our search wasfor Myra," declared Dolthan. "We suspected that she was being influenced by Kermal.
But Kermd, then, was known to us only asarogue. At present, we know him for acriminal. A
murderer. It isameatter for the authorities.”

"| should welcome cooperation,” put in Goodling, as he saw Parrell's dgection. "Parrell isagood man,
Mr. Dolthan. If you careto retain him, | can certainly use him and his experienced investigators. They can
be swornin as deputies.”

"Very well," agreed Dolthan. "' Give Souder the names of the men whom you want, Parrell. When you call
New Y ork, Souder, arrange for Wurling to bring Parrell's operatives with him.”

Comment ended. Goodling arose. He decided that there was no need of further conference. He stated
that he would push the search that had aready begun.

Rufus Dolthan |eft for the hotel, accompanied by Souder and Parrell. Doctor Claig suavely decided that
he was going home. Harry and Clyde went from the office while the physician was till holding abrief
chat with the prosecutor.

Both agents were anxious to hear from The Shadow; to make their reports regarding the evening's
episodes. For they knew that in the search for Myra Dolthan, The Shadow, alone, could accomplish
more than ahost of others.

CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW'S FINDING
"THAT'Sfinished."

Clyde Burke made the remark as he sedled awell-packed envelope. He placed it on the writing desk,
where Harry Vincent was still engaged with fountain pen. A few minutes later, Harry ceased writing and
folded hisfina paper. He tucked this sheet into a partly filled envelope. Like Clyde, Harry sealed the

Wrapper.

Harry had decided to room with Clyde. Uningtructed by The Shadow, the two agents had gone
immediately to the hotdl. There they had compiled individud reports.

"Of dl places," mused Clyde Burke, staring from the window, "thistown of Sheffield isthe last where I'd
expect excitement. The only place that's lighted is the courthouse; and that's Smply because of dl this
crime”

"Quite afew street lamps,” observed Harry, strolling to the window. "That's one help, Clyde."

"Yes" returned the reporter, "but what use are they? Ordinarily, nobody would be up after nine o'clock
inthisburg.”

"There's someone now, coming from the courthouse.”
"Sure. From the courthouse. Probably some deputy. No - it's Doctor Claig.”
"| thought he had started home."

"Probably he got talking with Goodling. Claig likesto tak. He chatted with me for half an hour while we
were waiting for you to come back."

"What was histopic?'



"A lot of bunk about the swell sanitarium he used to run. It's off on ahillside, about three miles north of
town. | mentioned the placein my report.”

"He'sretired now, isn't he?"

"Yes. Living done amid the ruins of hisformer glory. Wantsto sell the old place. But he can't find a
buyer.”

Claig had come across the street while the two men were talking. The physician had entered a coupe that
was parked in a space beneath the side of the hotel. Clyde and Harry heard the starter; they saw the
gleam of lights. The coupe pulled out and started northward.

Clyde had regained his hired coupe on the way into town. He had found it undisturbed in front of the
traffic light. At present, it was parked at the rear of the hotel.

Claig's car wasthe last that had been at the Side of the hotel. To Harry and Clyde, the space seemed
empty asthey stared downward into the darkness.

THEY werewrong. Therewas afigurein that blackened space beside the old hotel. A shrouded form
had arrived shortly before Doctor Claig. Silently, unseen, the shape was entering a side door of the hotel

Looking up from below, The Shadow had seen his agents at the window. He was coming to gain their
reports. Y et neither Clyde nor Harry suspected the proximity of their invisible master.

"I hopewereceive acal from Westbury," remarked Clyde, in an undertone. "Of course, thereésalot of
dope we can't give over the wire, even though we're supposed to be working for the press.”

"That'strue," agreed Harry, "but I've ahunch that well gain different contact, Clyde. A closer interview.
I've been thinking about it ever since | was out at the house on Dobson's Road.”

"Y ou mean you saw someone there?

"No. But I'm sure Goodling was wrong on one point of histheory. Hisideawas sound about Kermd's
men being there to cover up; but -"

"That was Parrdl'sidea."

"One and the same. Goodling agreed with it. The fellowswent from here after they shot down Y ager. But
it wasn't Blissop's pals who gave them trouble.”

"Then who were the men there?"

"Some more of the same bunch. Some came to cover the courthouse. Others went to search the old
house. And then -"

Clyde nodded as Harry paused. The reporter understood. Harry had viewed the scene of the fray and
had recognized that The Shadow must have battled alone against two groups of crooks. Those who had
dainYager had cometo warn their fellows.

Both agents were thinking, picturing the lone fighter and his odds. Clyde's face was serious. Hewas
wondering if The Shadow had come unscathed from the fray. Harry's face was troubled aso. Both
agents sared musingly from the window.

The door behind them opened. Without noise, dmost imperceptibly at first. Then, into the dull light of the
room camethe living figure of their chief. Beneath the table lamp lay the sealed envel opes; near by were



the keys of Clyde's coupe

The Shadow approached. He picked up the envelopes and thrust them beneath his cloak. He detached
one of the keysfrom thering. His eyesviewed his agents by the window. Stedthily, The Shadow
withdrew.

Unseen, unheard, the master deuth had come and gone. But as token of his departure, he did not close
the door as silently as he had opened it. From the hallway, The Shadow drew the door shut with adight
thump.

Harry and Clyde swung about, eectrified by the sound. They saw the closed door. They stared at the
table. They observed that the envelopes were gone. For amoment, Clyde showed adarm; then Harry's
chuckle made the reporter smile.

Someone had entered unnoticed to gain those envel opes. That same person could have departed just as
slently. Theclick of the door had been adeliberate sgna on the part of The Shadow. An act that told his
agentsthat it was he who had removed their messages.

SHORTLY afterward, alight gleamed in aroom on the same floor of the hotel. The Shadow had chosen
an unoccupied room as atemporary sanctum. Blinds were drawn over windows. The glare came from a
shaded table lamps, its rays centered downward upon the woodwork.

The Shadow was reading the reports of his agents. They wereinked in code. Writing faded as The
Shadow perused separately folded pages. But with pencil in an ungloved hand, The Shadow made
notations as he continued his perusa. The reports finished, his hands brought alarge sheet of paper into
thelight.

The Shadow compiled a column of notations, that read asfollows:
Empty house as hideout.

Degth of Blissop.

Disposd of Goodling and Lanford.

Remova to new hide-out.

Encounter with Croy.

Capture of Lanford.

The Shadow paused. Instead of continuing the column, he started a new sequence at the other side of the
paper. This second column stated:

Arriva of Yager.
Murder of Y ager.
Prowlers at house.
Arriva of murderers.

What Harry Vincent had guessed, The Shadow knew. The band that had come to the abandoned house
were on their way to contact those aready there. Both groups had joined in battle with The Shadow.



But Harry had not even guessed at one fact which The Shadow had definitely noted. That was the
sudden break which had come in the sequence of events. That break explained the reason why The
Shadow had formed two columnsinstead of only one.

Eventsthat concerned Taussg Kerma had begun with craft and strategy. Blissop had been dain; but the
death of that servant had not been an open one. Only the chance arrival of Goodling and Lanford had
made Blissop's death afact known to the law.

Goodling and Lanford could easily have been murdered in the old house. Instead, they had been doped
and removed. That showed that Kerma till preferred craft; that he was confident that histrail would not
be followed.

Upon that point, The Shadow made side notations; thistimeinink, that dried, then faded. Thoughts that
The Shadow gavein brief consideration; then dropped in order to return to his main theme.

Murder not needed.
Accidental death.
The creek.

His references were to Goodling and Lanford. Kerma could not have known that the pair had met
Turner on theroad from Sheffield. Goodling and Lanford had been found in the prosecutor's coupe, on
the very edge of Roaring Creek.

Had Kermal seen necessity for their death, he could have seen to it that the coupe wasrolled into the
creek, with the motor running. The doped men would have perished. Their desths would have been
classed as accidenta - without Turner's testimony, which Kermal could not have anticipated.

Kerma had been confident that his new hide-out would not be discovered. He had ddliberately alowed
Goodling and Lanford to live, despite the testimony that they would later give concerning the body of
Blissop.

Moreover, Kerma had dlowed Croy to travel from the hide-out on this very night. Encountering Lanford
and Clyde Burke, Croy had captured the former and shaken off the latter. Up to that point, Kermd and
hisaids had perssted in their policy of avoiding unnecessary killings.

Then camethe break. Y ager, murdered under the very nose of half a dozen witnesses. Why had the
policy been changed? Y ager could have been seized as readily as Lanford. Unless Y ager's contact with
Blissop had been unknown to Kermdl. In that case, there would have been no use in watching the
courthouse &t al.

The prowlers at the house showed the next step in this new and perplexing policy. Since Croy had
ventured from the new hide-out, why had Kermal not sent him aone to the old house?

Last of dl, thearriva of the murderersthere. Since the mystery of the house stood as Kermal's strongest
protection; since its supposed evanishment left no beginning from which to pick up the lawyer'strail, why
had he not warned Y ager's murderersto stay clear of it after delivering death?

Obvioudy, they had gone to warn the men who were aready there. Why, again, had that been a
necessary move? Y ager had not named the location of the house.

Goodling and the others were heading for Y ager's cabin, two miles beyond the house. The prowlerswho
had comein place of Croy could easily have finished their search and departed with the trunk.



Confusion on the part of Y ager's murderers was no explanation. Men who fired point-blank through the
window of a prosecutor's office were too hardened to become stampeded after a simple get-away.

THE SHADOW'Sfinding was definite. The capture of Lanford, by Croy, congtituted thefina stepina
policy of craft and strategy. The murder of Y ager, very shortly after Lanford's capture, began apolicy of
open defiance; a series of bold movesthat nullified al the cunning measures that had preceded it.

Taussig Kerma had become a hunted man. The murder of Y ager had aroused the law to a high pitch of
action. Thetrail to the house that he had left had cleared al mystery. The law had not even stopped to
anayze the sudden change of action.

Only The Shadow was making such anadysis. He could see the reason behind the bold murder of Y ager
and theflight of killersto the mystery house. His answer was awhispered laugh that spoke of hidden
knowledge. Hislong fist crumpled the paper that bore the written columns.

A NEW matter concerned The Shadow. That of Kermal's present hide-out. Quick comments appeared
upon new paper; these wereinscribed in vivid blueink.

Croy close by... Daggart wounded... Bandages... Hypodermic...

Informant needed... Security in new hide-out... Quick seizure of

Lanford.

A pause. Thelast word faded. Then, in vivid letters, The Shadow wrote a name upon the paper:
Doctor Leo Claig.

A whispered laugh sounded as the name faded, | etter by letter. Again, The Shadow had pieced important
points. Daggart had been wounded. Clyde's report stated that Lanford had spoken of his paeness; the
freshness of the bandages.

All pointed to skilled medical attention. Someone at the mystery house had tended the wounded
secretary in cagpable fashion. Goodling and Lanford had been treated with ahypodermic needle. A likely
iteminthekit of amedical practitioner, on hand because of awounded patient.

Claig hed thrust himsdlf straight into the investigation. It was he who had examined Goodling and Lanford
after their experience. Asan informant for Kermal, none could be better than Claig.

The doctor's old sanitarium could fill the bill asthe new hide-out in this emergency. Croy's quick seizure
of Fred Lanford at the traffic light proved that the servant did not have far to go.

Searchers were already on the job. They would scour the countryside for abandoned houses. They
would pass up Claig's house as amatter of course. The physician had worked himsdlf into the affairs of
the law.

The Shadow, however, remained undeceived. The light clicked out; acloak swished in darkness. A few
minutes later, Clyde Burke's coupe rolled from its parking space behind the Weatherby Hotdl.

The Shadow was on hisway to pay an unseen visit to the country residence of Doctor Leo Claig.
CHAPTER X. KERMAL DECIDES

"WELL, doctor, well probably be seeing you tomorrow."



"Good. I'm glad you stopped off to say hello.”

"We saw you pulling into your garage. Though wed better find out if you'd spotted anybody suspicious.”
"l wish | had, Carter. But | didn't passasingle car coming up from town."

"W, | guesswelve been chinning long enough. Good night, doctor.”

Three men stamped down the steps of Doctor Claig's front porch. They were deputies, headed by aman
named Carter. Claig had encountered them just outside hisdrive. They had strolled up to the porch for a
chat.

Doctor Leo Claig was both well known and well liked in Sheffield. In the days when his big house had
served as a private sanitarium, hiswedlthy patients had spent large sums of money in the town.

Alwaysready to chat with those whom he met, Claig had given greeting to the deputies. They were
returning from the search that Goodling had ordered; they were wearied with their tramp about the hills
and were glad to rest awhile at the physician'sinvitation.

Claig had goneinto reminiscences. He had recalled many placesin the neighborhood of Sheffield that he
thought would be worthwhile investigating. Carter had thanked him for thetips.

Claig chuckled as he unlocked hisfront door. He planned to stay at home tomorrow. There would be
more deputies prowling about. He would greet them as he had greeted Carter.

Closing the front door, Claig turned on the light. He walked from the hall into acomfortable,
old-fashioned stting room. He turned on alight there; then went back through the hall and into a parlor
that served as waiting room for the few patients whom he occasiondly received.

Claig went through and turned on the light in his office. Beyond was adoor that opened into his
bedroom. But instead of going in that direction, Claig used another door to enter along passage that ran
to the dining room and kitchen.

The physician turned on alight inasmdl adcove. Directly in front of him was aheavy door, with alarge
lock. The bottom of the barrier was abovethe level of the floor. Thiswas the entrance to the stairway
that led to the second and third floors.

Presumably, these upper stories were no longer in use. Claig had abandoned them when he had given up
his sanitarium. They had formerly been the quarters occupied by the doctor's patients.

Tonight, however, Claig had reason to go upstairs. He unlocked the big door, stepped through to the
darkened stairway and closed the door behind him. Thelock clicked automaticaly.

Viewed from outside, Claig's house was a somber structure. The lights which the doctor had turned on
modified the gloominess of the ground floor; but the upper storieslooked barren and forbidding.

Faint moonlight showed blackened windows, most of them fronted by stedl bars. One large window at
the side of the house was unbarred; but its darkness made it as forbidding as the others. Thiswindow
was on the second floor, just above the roof of asmall sde porch.

Off to the rear of the large house was a darkened garage. It was alarge structure aso, of sufficient sizeto
accommodate four or five automobiles. The garage had alow second story, which possessed hdlf a
dozen windows. It had once been used as quartersfor servants.



Off beyond the garage was aline of thick trees that marked the path of an old dirt road. It was from that
streak of blacknessthat avague figure appeared in the moonlight, only to fadein ghostlike fashion asit
neared the garage.

THE SHADOW had come by aback route to Claig's. He had studied maps of the district. He had read
Clyde Burke's details of the reporter's chat with the physician. Clyde had gained a good idea of where
Claig's house was located.

From the garage, The Shadow studied the dimly lighted windows of the lower door. In their appearance,
he detected the physician's bl uff.

Claig had definitdly made an effort to indicate that he was a home, yet might be anywhere on the ground
floor. To the average late visitor, those scattered lights would serve as explanation if Claig should prove
dow in answering aring a the doorbell.

To The Shadow, the lights meant that the first floor needed no investigation. He looked upward and
spied the unbarred window that was conspicuous above the roof of the little side porch. The Shadow
moved toward the house.

That objective gained, his course was upward. Gripping fingers pressed roughened stone. The Shadow's
figure reached the porch roof. His hands arrived upon a glass pane. A wedge of thin stedl did between
the portions of the sash. A clamp yielded, noisdlesdy.

Stretching ahand into darkness, The Shadow felt abroad window ledge. Beyond were thick curtains;
this accounted for the degp gloom within the window. The Shadow edged in until he reached the curtains.
Silently, he closed the widow.

The Shadow could hear voices; yet the thickness of the draperies muffled them amost to a point of
obscurity. It was not until The Shadow carefully divided the curtainsto ascant haf inch that he could
make out the words that were being spoken.

The separation of the curtains enabled him to see aswell as hear. The view of the room beyond the
curtains wasimmediate proof that The Shadow had reached his objective.

Chairs, couch, rugs and tapestries; even the wolfhound in the corner - all matched the description of the
living room in the house on Dobson's Road.

The furnishings had been carried here to Claig's and put in place about this room. Apparently, this had
once been the physician's upstairs office; that was why it had no bars upon the window. For the present,
it was the new headquarters of Taussg Kerma. The man, himself, was seated in the center of the room.

A SOUR glower showed on Kermal's thick features. As The Shadow watched, the heavy man gavea
growl and shook his shaggy head. Opposite Kermdl sat Claig. It was gpparent that the physician had
completed areport. The details had not been to Kermal'sliking.

"That's about dl," declared Claig, suavely, as Kerma began to chew at the end of acigar. "l waslater
than | expected; and | ran into some deputies outsde the house. | stopped to chat with them awhile. It
seemed good policy.”

"It was," snorted Kermal, "and it won't be dl the talking you'll haveto do, Claig. Well, let's hope we can
hold out for the next few days.”

"There should be no trouble, Kerma," assured Claig. "L eave that part of it to me."



"We may be ableto fool Goodling,” stated Kermal, "but Rufus Dolthan isa different. maiter. He and this
smart detective, Parrdll, areliable to make alot of trouble for us."

"No more than Goodling," objected Claig. "He's hot because of Y ager's death. He'sfound the missing
house besides."

"He blundered into it," sneered Kermal. " Something odd must have happened down there tonight. He
never should have found the place. I'd have sent after that trunk sooner, if I'd known al that was
coming.”

"Lay iton Yager," suggested Claig. "How were we to know that Blissop talked to thefellow. | didn't
know it until he blew into the courthouse tonight. | was expecting some trouble from Goodling or Lanford
- not from aperson like Y ager."

"Croy took care of Lanford?"

"Yes. But there, again, | can seetrouble. Goodling will be as anxious to rescue Lanford as Dolthan isto
find Myra"

"Not quite. But we've a chance to spike the Lanford business.”

Kerma settled back into his chair and puffed at his cigar. After afew moments of meditation, he spokein
adow growl.

"Lanford recognized Croy," he explained. "The only thing Croy could do was grab him. Croy didn't think
Burke knew who hewas. That'swhy he chucked Burke from the car, instead of bringing him aong,
too."

"But Burke knew it was Croy," put in Claig, in asarcadtic tone, "and right after that, Y ager was
murdered. That made a perfect tie-up between the abduction and the killing."

"Forget Yager," growled Kermal.

"They'll never find the fellow who shot him; and if they can't traceit thet far, how are they ever going to
bring usintoit?"

"Through Blissop'sdegth,” returned Claig. "When they find his body, they'll accuse us of hismurder. They
won't need any more than circumstantial evidenceto pin Y ager's desth on us.”

"We can explain matters about Blissop,” indsted Kermd. "We decided that the other night, Claig. Our
gory will sound straight enough.”

"It would have sounded straight,” agreed Claig, "but it won't pass muster after what's happened to Y ager.
The two men were linked. Anybody who had cause to kill one would apparently have causeto kill the
other.

"WEell haveto St tight; and dl the while, we'rein aworse mess because of Lanford. I'll tell you, Kermd,
you've gone too strong. Of course, it was Croy's fault. He had good reason to be on his way through
town; but he made amistake in grabbing Lanford.”

"DID he?' Kerma bounded to hisfeet. "Did he? Ligten, Claig - we're lucky to have Lanford here.
They'relooking for us anyway. We couldn't use Lanford while he wasoose.”

"Can we use him now?"



"Certainly. There's going to be a show-down some day. The more friends we have in court, the better.
I'm going to talk to Lanford and see how he reacts.”

"Youregoingto tell him about Y ager?'

"Of course not. Well give him the facts asthey stood at the time Croy grabbed him. Well seeif heis
impressed. If it goes over, well know that we can take a chance with the otherslater.”

"Not now. Not since Y ager's death. That complicates everything.”
"Perhaps. Neverthdless, if Lanford listens, well have gained something.”

Kerma strode to the door and called for Daggart. The Shadow caught a glimpse of the pale-faced
secretary in ahalway beyond the door. Daggart nodded and departed when Kermal ordered him to
bring Lanford.

Doctor Leo Claig was smiling wisdly as Kermal returned. Watching the physician'sface, The Shadow
could seethat Claig possessed craft as keen as Kermal's.

Fred Lanford was due for an interview with two shrewd men. However they might choose to bluff their
prisoner, the chances were that they would be successful.

But in the coming game, these two planners were dealing with one whose presence they did not suspect.
Unwittingly, they were about to reveal themselves and their schemes to the hidden watcher who had
cometo learn their ways.

CHAPTER XI. LANFORD AGREES
"COME in, Daggart."

Kermal rasped the command in response to taps at the doorway from the hall. The door opened;
Daggart appeared, with Fred Lanford. The Shadow, peering from the ditted curtain, observed another
figuredso.

Croy was standing out in the hallway. The big servant had backed up Daggart. The Shadow knew that
Lanford, until now, must have been kept prisoner in one of the barred rooms.

Infact, Lanford's face showed defiance as the prisoner met Kermal's gaze. Then, as Daggart closed the
door, Lanford began to look about in bewildered fashion. The room had turned his recollection back to
that old house that he had visited with Goodling.

Lanford stared toward the curtains at the window, thinking that they led into an adjoining room. Seeing
that they were raised to the level of awindow s, he redized that this could not be the apartment wherein
he had viewed a dead form by the couch.

A chuckle ended Lanford's musing. The prisoner turned as he heard the sound. He recognized Doctor
Claig. An expression of complete mydtification showed upon Lanford's features; then the young man
amiledinrdief.

Like otherswho lived in Sheffield, Lanford knew Claig by sight and reputation. The doctor's presence
gave assurance that danger was absent. But as he viewed Claig's steady eyes, Lanford appeared to
wonder.

"Good evening,” greeted Kermal, his harsh voice toned. "Have aseat, Mr. Lanford. Help yoursdf to a



cigar. You arewith friends."

LANFORD considered Kerma with doubt; then he caught anod from Claig. He started to sit down on
the couch; then shied away and took achair instead. He managed aweak smile as he accepted acigar
from abox that Kermal passed him.

"Mr. Lanford," stated Kermd, "I grestly regret the circumstances that surrounded our first meeting. |
must aso apologize for the emergency which caused my servant to bring you here tonight.

"Therefore, | am ready to make explanation. Not only that: | am willing to answer any questions that may
trouble you. Suppose, however, that | begin by giving an account of mysdlf. That will automatically
answer mogt of the questionsthat you havein mind.”

"Very wel," agreed Lanford, huskily. "Go ahead, Mr. Kermd.."

"Y ou remember my name." Kerma amiled. "Good. In full form, itisTaussg Kermd. | anaBoston
attorney. | represent aman named Wade Dolthan, who died afew months ago. Before his desth, he
appointed me as executor of his estate.

"Wade Dolthan had a daughter named Myra. Sheisthe young lady whom you met at our former
headquarters. Myrawas abroad &t the time of her father's desth. Since she would not inherit the estate
until she became of age, | feared for her safety during the short time that remained before she would be
twenty-one."

Kermal paused. He was seated back in his chair, looking steadily at Lanford. The Shadow could detect
the closeness with which the lawyer was watching hislistener.

"L et me be specific,” resumed Kermd. " Should Myra Dolthan die before the age of twenty-one, the full
estate would go to her stepbrother, George Garling. He is older than Myra, and he isaman of doubtful
character.

"Do not misunderstand my statement” - Kermal raised his hand as Lanford was about to ask aquestion -
"I would not accuse Garling of plotting his Sepsister's death. Far from it. Garling isaweskling. But
therein liesthe possibility that he might listen to the threats of others.

"Weade Dolthan warned me that his stepson was aman with abad past. He refused to give me details,
but heintimated that there might be people who held information sufficient to send Garling to prison.

"Such persons would naturally like to see Wade Dolthan's estate go into the hands of George Garling.
They could blackmail that young man for severd millions. Thereis oneway in which they could assure
themsdvesthat Garling would receive the money. That would be by murdering Myra Dolthan prior to her
twenty-first birthday."

Kerma paused to survey hislistener, Lanford was staring in amazement. He looked toward Doctor
Claig, who nodded shrewdly.

"Am | clear?' questioned Kermd. "Do you see, Lanford, what great opportunity exists for those of
crimina tendency? Redlize one point” - he wagged an impressive finger - "namely that murderers could
grike before they revealed themselves. They would not have to start pressure on Garling until after he
actudly held the millions.

"They could approach him by proxy, if necessary. He would not dare accuse anyone of murder; for on
the face of it, hewould appear to be the one who had most to gain. Had | redlized those complications
prior to Wade Dolthan's death, | would have ingsted that he change hiswill. But | did not see the danger



until after he had died.”

KERMAL aroseimpressively. Chewing at afresh cigar, he paced back and forth. Hefinaly seated
himsalf on the couch, nearer to Lanford than he had been before.

"There are remediesfor most ills," stated Kermal, steedlily. "1 saw the curein thiscase. To keep Myra
Dolthan hidden until sheisof age. Then to have her make out awill hersdlf, cutting George Garling off
entirdly. When that has been accomplished, plotters will be checkmated.

"I happened to be afriend of Doctor Leo Claig. He came to Boston while Myrawas on her way from
Europe. | wanted to use his house as our hiding place. He suggested that it would be better to occupy a
house on Dobson's Road, a building recently vacated by an artist named Brooks.

"We moved in there one night. Myra, myself, Daggart and two servants. Croy and Blissop. Brooks had
failed to order the tel ephone disconnected. That suited us, because it enabled us to communicate with
Doctor Claig.

"However, the telephone caused trouble. Last Saturday night, Daggart heard someone making acall by
the door of the hal closet. Daggart listened; he heard Blissop giving someone instructions how to reach
our house.

"Blissop, like Croy, wasin my confidence. The man had turned traitor. He was selling out to those who
wished to murder Myra. Daggart rushed upon Blissop as soon as the fellow had completed the call.

"Blissop drew agun. Hefired two shots; one clipped Daggart's arm. When Daggart fell, Blissop was
aming deliberately to kill him when Croy arrived. He had a gun; he had heard the shots. Hefired and his
bullet lodged in Blissop's heart.”

Lanford saw Daggart standing pale-faced near the couch. The secretary nodded as he caught Kermal's
gaze. Daggart's face looked troubled; Lanford decided that the man was recaling that experiencein
which he had been wounded.

"| called Doctor Claig," declared Kermal. "He attended Daggart's wound. We placed Blissop's body in
the living room. Then we discussed our next step. L ess than one week remained before Myrawould be
twenty-one. It seemed best to avoid complications until that date.

"To inform the authorities would have caused an inquiry. Our whereabouts would be known. Myra
would be held as awitness. We knew that we were deding with hidden foes who would go to any
messure to day the girl whom we were protecting

"Blissop had told them where we were. Fortunately, his telephone conversation had been finished. They
did not know what had happened. Y et there was a chance that they might come that very night. Blissop
had directed them to take the first road after they passed the one marked Westbury.

"We sent Croy out into the ssorm. He removed the sign. He brought it to our road and planted it there.
We knew that we would have time to move. We were packing upstairs when you and Goodling arrived.
Naturaly, Croy suspected that you might be enemies.”

LANFORD smiled. The story sounded logica. Kerma smiled also; he saw that Lanford was beginning
to believe.

"Croy's description of you and Goodling impressed Doctor Claig and mysdlf,” said Kermd, to Lanford.
"We sent Daggart downstairs, however, to make sure. Unfortunately, Myra, who was upset by Blissop's
death, saw you before Daggart arrived.



"Shetook it upon hersdf to give you avague warning. Y ou became suspicious and discovered Blissop's
body. Even then we would not have dedlt roughly with you if Goodling had not started the attack.

"After we had overpowered the pair of you, | felt that there was no time to be lost. Doctor Claig agreed.
He redlized who you were. That was why we turned out the lights before he came in to administer the

hypodermic.

"Croy took you both to the edge of the creek. He left you in the coupe. He came back and helped us
complete packing. After that, he replaced the sign whereit belonged. We came here and brought
Blissop's body with us. Our intention was to make everything known the day that Myra becomes of

age”
Kerma stopped. It was Doctor Claig who added the finishing touch to the story.

"Therewasatrunk at the old house," explained the physician, dryly. "Blissop had put it away
somewhere. We overlooked it when we packed. When we checked up on everything here, we
remembered the trunk.

"Myrathought it must be under the stairs. We decided to send Croy to find it, snce | had learned,
downtown, that the location of the house was ill amystery. But Croy could not go until after the search
was ended.”

"I sent him out thisevening,” added Kermd. "He met you while he was driving through the outskirts of the
town. Y ou recognized him; and Croy saw nothing e'se to do but bring you here."

"And now," put in Claig, "the house has been located. Thetrunk isin Goodling's office. The hunt is
beginning for Myra Dolthan aswell asfor you, Lanford. But" - the physician chuckled - "they will never
suspect this house as the new hiding place.

"Not until wereved it," declared Kermal, serioudy. "We intend to do that, Lanford, within the next few
days. As soon as Myrais twenty-one and has made her new will. That iswhy we have decided to be
frank with you."

KERMAL arose, stepped forward and clamped his hand on Lanford's shoulder. His entire action was
friendly.

"You can help us, Lanford,” declared the lawyer, in an emphatic tone. ™Y ou can help us by staying here,
asaguest, rather than asaprisoner. Y ou can act aswitness to documents. Y ou can aid usin protecting
Myra"

"How?" questioned Lanford.

"By writing aletter,” replied Kermd. "A letter to Goodling. | shdl mail it to New Y ork and have afriend
there send it, in your envelope, to Goodling.

"Y ou can explain that everything isdl right. That you have met Myra Dolthan. That will carry the search
away from here. We shal be unmolested until the al-important day when we can make our complete
gory public.”

Lanford nodded momentarily. Then hisfists clenched in chalenge. Rising, the young man faced Kermd.
He blurted out his doubt.

"Why should | accept your story?" he demanded. "Why should | even believein Doctor Claig? Y ou have
tried to explain amurder. Perhaps your story istrue. But how do | know that the girl ishere? How do |



know that sheis ill dive? She warned me once - where is she to warn me now?'

"Sheishere" smiled Kermal, "to advise you. Not to warn you. Daggart” - he beckoned to the secretary
- "go and request Miss Dolthan to join our company.”

The secretary bowed and went toward adoor opposite the one by which Lanford had entered. Kermal's
smile had become triumphant. Claig's face showed agleam.

The Shadow, watching Fred Lanford, saw the young man stare fixedly toward the door by which
Daggart had departed. The Shadow knew that if Myra Dolthan appeared in answer to the secretary's
summons, Kermal's argument with Lanford would be won.

CHAPTER XIlI. FROM THE NIGHT

BEY OND the door that Daggart had |eft open was afurther hal. It wasthe twin of the corridor by which
Lanford had come to this meeting room. Daggart's footsteps had died; now, after a brief-lapse, foot-fals
were returning.

All eyesweretoward that door as Myra Dolthan appeared. Standing on the threshold, the girl gazed
inquiringly toward Taussg Kerma. Then she spied Fred Lanford.

Her eyes showed involuntary surprise as she recognized him as one of the men to whom she had given a
warning.

"Comein, Myra," requested Kermd, in akindly tone. "I want you to meet Mr. Lanford. He was one of
the strangers who came to the other house. Do you remember him?"

"l do," replied Myra, nodding dowly. The girl'sface had paled; but its color was returning as she
advanced into theroom. "I - | am pleased to meet you, Mr. Lanford."

"l am pleased to meet you, Miss Dolthan,” returned Lanford. He had risen and was bowing. "Very
pleased.”

"Your friend?" inquired Myra. "Whereishe?'
"Jay Goodling?' laughed Lanford. "Back in town, where he belongs. Wondering wherel am, | suppose.”

"You see, Myra' - Kerma caught the girl's attention - "1 told you the exact truth when | said that no harm
had befalen those two strangers. We did not hold them as prisoners. They were released by Croy. Both
of them returned to Sheffield.

"Mr. Lanford came here tonight, after achance meeting with Croy. | must admit that therewas a
misunderstanding; but after Croy brought Lanford here, | explained matters. Lanford is our guest; not our
prisoner.”

Myra Dolthan appeared rdlieved. Fred Lanford smiled. Thiswas certainly the girl whom he had met on
Saturday night. He had remembered Myra's countenance from the vague light of the old house. Here,
where he could see her face more plainly, he was absolutely sure of her identity.

Myra Dolthan was dtired in the same dark traveling costume that she had been wearing that other night.
Her voice was the same; the darkness of her hair produced the same contrast against the whiteness of
her face.

"l wasworried about you, Mr. Lanford,” explained Myra, as she seated hersdlf inachair. "Mr. Kerma



and Doctor Claig assured me that you and your friend were uninjured. But | knew that there had been a
scuffle after you had failed to heed my warning.”

"Mr. Lanford was concerned about your safety, Myra," put in Claig, with hisdry tone. "So Mr. Kermal
decided that it would be best for you to meet.”

"You see, Myra," stated Kermal, "I have made certain statementsto Mr. Lanford. | feel convinced that
he believeswhat | have told him; but your corroboration would be most welcome.”

"May | ask Miss Dolthan some questions?' queried Lanford, facing Kermal boldly.

"Certainly," replied the lawyer. "Myrd' - he stared toward the girl - "you may answer any questions that
Mr. Lanford asks."

THE girl nodded. Her eyes were looking straight toward Kerma. The Shadow, watching from the
curtains, could see the fixed, dmost hypnotic stare that had come over Myras expression. Not once did
Kermal relax hisgaze.

"MissDolthan,” stated Lanford, "I have been told that you are here of your own free choice. Isthat
correct?"

"Certainly.” The girl spokein alow tone; then turned toward Lanford as Kermal's gaze relaxed. "Yes. |
lived inthe old house at Mr. Kerma's advice. | came here aso because he advised it.”

"Y et you warned Goodling and mysdlf," inssted Lanford. ™Y ou told usto leave that house on Dobson's
Road. Why?'

Myradid not look toward Kermal; yet it was plain, to The Shadow, that the girl knew the lawyer was
watching her. Myraspoke; her voice trembled dightly.

"l wasafraid,” shesaid to Lanford. "Not for mysdlf; but for you and your friend. | was afraid that you
would be mistaken for enemies. We expected such personsto arrive.”

"But you thought Goodling and | weredl right?*

"Yes. That iswhy | warned you."

"Y ou knew that aman was dead in the house?'

"Yes. | knew that Blissop had been killed."

"And you believe that his death was either accidenta or justified by circumstances?"
"Yes. Croy told methat he shot Blissop in order to save Daggart. | believed Croy."

Lanford nodded. Despite the fact that Myra spoke asif under pressure, her statements were clear.
Kermd amiled; then made asuggestion to Lanford.

"Ask Miss Dolthan if she thinks you should cooperate with us," said the lawyer. Then, to Myra:
"Remember, Myra, you may answer asyou think best.”

Againthe girl'seyesmet Kermad's. Myranodded ingtinctively. The Shadow could see that Kermal was
forcing her to achoice. Lanford, however, did not discern the subtle fact.

"Mr. Kerma wants meto write aletter," stated the young man. "One that can be posted from New



York. A letter saying that everything isal right; that you are safe. That | am satisfied that al can be
explained. Do you fed that | should comply with that request?”

"l do," responded Myra. "'l advise you to do as Mr. Kermal suggests.”

"And shal | remain here, and aid in keeping searchers from learning where you are?”

"Yes. If Mr. Kermal wishesyou to do s0."

Lanford paused. Again he wasimpressed by the girl's definite opinions. Kerma spoke.

"Arethere any other questions, Mr. Lanford?" heinquired.

Fred started to shake his head; then stopped. One question had occurred to him. He turned to Myra.

"Who are these enemies of yours," he asked. "Isthere anyonein particular whom you fear? Anyone
whom you think -"

LANFORD stopped short. Myrawas gripping the arms of her chair. Her face had turned pale; she was
biting her lips. The girl glanced nervoudy toward Kermal.

The lawvyer cameto hisfeet. For amoment he glared at Lanford; then hiswrath subsided before Fred
noticed the suppressed outburst.

"Miss Dolthan ishighly nervous,”" spoke Kermd. Y our question has disturbed her. We must not trouble
her with asubject that arouses her fears. Am [ right, Doctor Claig?’

"Quiteright," responded the physician. "Asyou know, Lanford, | am aspecidist on nerve conditions. |
believe that it would be best for Miss Dolthan to rest.”

Kerma nodded. The girl arose. She steadied and managed to say good night. Fred watched her walk
from the room. Daggart closed the door immediately after the girl's departure.

"About the letter,” declared Kerma, brusquely. "If you writeit a once, Doctor Claig can drive
downtown and post it soit will go out in the early morning mdl.”

"What shdl | gateinit?' asked Lanford.

"l shdl leavethat to you," replied Kerma. "Goodling isafriend of yours. Tell him that you arein New
Y ork; that you have met Myra Dolthan. State that you have promised her that you will not explain
matters until later. Choose your own wording, so the letter will be naturd.”

Lanford nodded and turned about toward the door by which he had entered. Kerma nodded to
Daggart. The secretary followed Goodling. The Shadow saw Croy in the hal when the door was opened
by Lanford. Then Fred and Daggart went out; the door closed. "Not bad, Claig," chuckled Kermal. "Not
bad at al. We sold Lanford on our story. Otherswill believe usaso.”

"It was Myrawho convinced him,” corrected Claig. "Don't forget that, Kermal."
"Myrawill convince otherslater.”
"Not if they question her while you are absent.”

"Ridiculous, Claig. She knowswhét to say."



"Up to acertain point, yes. But after that - well, you saw how she acted when Lanford questioned her
about who the enemieswere."

Kerma grunted angrily; but he had no reply. He paced back and forth across the room. Claig looked
dour.

"l guessyou'reright,” admitted Kermd, stopping his pacing to face the physician. "Everything is
explainable up to a certain point. After that, we need proofs.”

"Which you do not have," reminded Claig, "and which you can never obtain. Remember, Kermd, how
you first told the story to Myra. | wasthere. | saw her reaction.”

"Shelistened just as Lanford did tonight. She believed me completdy.”

"At fird, yes. You told her about threatening danger. That you were performing aduty for her dead
father. She welcomed your protection; and then she asked whom it was you feared.”

"And | told her Rufus Dolthan. Her uncle.

"Yes. Youtold her that. Like the fool you can sometimes be.”
"l made her believe that her uncle wants to murder her."

"Y ou made her make believe she believed it."

"She certainly mistrusts her uncle.”

"And she mistrustsyou aswell. That girl isin agtate of confusion, Kerma. Asawitness, shewould
probably turn against you."

KERMAL paced again. At last he stopped and pounded hisfist upon the table.

"Therearemillions of dollars hinged on thisgame of ours, Claig,” declared the lawyer. "You and | areinit
deep. You know aswell as| do that we have to hold off everyone until after Myra Dolthan becomes of

age.

"Thegirl believes sufficiently in me. Aslong as she encounters no other influence, shewill sgn anything
that |1 ask. No one - not even Rufus Dolthan - can question the legdity of a paper that bears her signature
after sheistwenty-one.

"Provided, of course, that it iswitnessed. That part of it iseasily handled. Croy and Daggart can Sgn;
better ill, you and Lanford. Four of you."

"And suppose,” suggested Claig, "that the lot of usare jailed on account of Blissop and Y ager -"

"That does not matter,” brokein Kerma. "There's only one document that Myraneedsto sign. That is
her will. In the absence of alater will, such an instrument would remain vaid."

"Y ou areforgetting Rufus Dolthan," reminded Claig. "Suppose dl of us- Lanford, of course, excepted -
should become fugitives from justice. Myrawould be restored to her uncle. She would know us as
thieves and murderers; she would see some gamein everything that we have done. No matter how
cleverly you word that will, Kermd, its purpose will gppear suspicious.”

"We can discussthat point later,” decided Kermal. "I disagree with you oniit, Claig. Myramay have
doubted some of my statements; but she believes enough of them to make matters safe. Asyou yourself



say, sheisin agtate of confusion. That isgood.

"I made her trust me at the start. Then to clinch matters, | tried to shatter her belief in her uncle. My plan
did not work as | expected it. But it did have a negative effect; it made the girl mistrust both her uncle and

mysdf.

"Let her remain confused. Let her distrust everyone concerned. She will seek new friends; and because
of her migtrugt, she will find safe ones. She will go by the advice of some reputable lawyer; and | will defy
any atorney to uncover ajoker inthewill that | intend to have Myrasign.

"Shewill beadvised tolet it stand. We will still hold the upper hand. But dl this, Claig” - Kermal shook
his shaggy head - "is usdess speculation. We are smart enough to come into the clear.”

CLAIG looked unconvinced. Kermal became savage in his argument.

"I'vetold you," he asserted, "that we can explain Blissop's degth. They can never prove Y ager's murder
agang us. The birdswho finished him have flown.”

"A bad combination,” reminded Claig. "l was afraid that matters would get beyond us. But you were
stubborn, Kermal. Y ou indgsted on acting as you have.”

"We have Lanford asan dly," mused Kermd. "He will testify in our behdf."
"Not when he learns what happened at the courthouse tonight.”
"But Croy and Daggart will stand by."

"Croy, yes. But not Daggart. He will stick to his story regarding Blissop's degth, because he might be
implicated. But when you are accused of Y ager's murder, Daggart will have quams.”

"How can he bring any charges againgt me?"

"He can't. But he will doubt you. He will no longer be whole-heartedly for you. Whatever you do,
Kermal, say nothing to Daggart about that crime downtown tonight.”

"Y ou mean that even if | assured himthat | did not order Y ager's death he would not believe me?

"Daggart would not believe you. He knows your stubborn traits, Kermad. If he graspstheideathat
crooks are teamed up with us, hewill desert us."

"And report Blissop's death in order to save hisown hide?!
"Exactly. Hewould consder himsdlf judtified.”

Claig paused. Kerma was about to speak when alight tap sounded at the door. Kermal growled;
Daggart entered. The secretary was bringing Lanford's | etter.

KERMAL reed the epistle. He nodded in satisfaction, put the letter in its envelope and thrust the latter
into alarger wrapper, upon which he wrote an address.

"Theletter isdl right, Claig,” assured the lawyer. "Get it downtown right away. | have addressed it to a
friend in New Y ork. Hewill mail Lanford's letter back. Lanford addressed its envelope to Goodling."

Claig took the letter and departed. The Shadow saw Daggart watch the physician's departure. Daggart's
face |ooked pale and troubled. Kerma noted the fact al so.



"Good night, Daggart,” said the lawyer. "It'stime for deep. If anything worries you, we can talk about it
inthemorning.”

The secretary nodded and went out by the door which he had entered. Kerma glanced about the room;
then went to the same door and turned out the lights. The Shadow saw the hallway light asthe lawyer
opened the door; then the glow was obscured as the barrier closed behind Kermal.

Curtains parted in darkness. Softly, The Shadow entered the living room. From outside, he could hear
the buzz of amotor. Doctor Claig was driving his coupe from the garage.

Reaching the portal, The Shadow opened the door to find adarkened hall. One glimmer of light was
present; it came from beneath a door at the end of the corridor. Softly, The Shadow stole in that
direction.

He stopped when he reached the door itself. Shrouded amid darkness, The Shadow paused to listen.
The sound outside had faded. Claig had departed townward. An absolute hush held sway throughout this
entire house.

CHAPTER XII1. THE SHADOW'S PROMISE

Tap-tap - Tap-tap -

Myra Dolthan looked up, startled. The girl was seated in the corner of aplainly furnished room, the
gpartment to which she had been assgned sincethe arrival a Doctor Claig's.

Tap-tap - Tap-tap -

Myrasmiled a her own fright. She laid aside the diary in which she was writing and arose from beside a
little table. She had recognized Daggart's knock. Thiswas probably another summons from Kermal.
Myrasupposed that the lawyer wanted her to hold anew interview with Lanford.

"All right, Daggart,” said Myra. "l am ready. Does Mr. Kerma want to see me again?'

She was unlocking the door as she spoke. She thought she heard aresponse in the secretary's voice.
Myraopened the door. Eyes wide with amazement, she stared across the threshol d.

Before her, Myra saw an incredible figure. The darkness of the hall enshrouded cloaked shoulders. That
same gloom obscured the features of aface beneath adouch hat. Y et the girl could discern eyes - orbs
of fire that shone from benesth the hat brim.

A warning whisper stopped the startled exclamation that prang to Myraslips. Silent, the girl stared into
those burning eyes. Y et fear passed ingtantly as Myra studied the glowing optics. Some mysterious flash
of The Shadow's eyestold her that this vistant was afriend.

The Shadow's gaze brought further understanding. Like speaking lips, those eyes pronounced that their
owner had come here secretly, that his presence in this house was unknown to other occupants. Stepping
back from the door, Myra motioned for The Shadow to enter.

Blackness moved inward from the hall. The Shadow's outline formed a clear-cut figurein thelight.
Silently, The Shadow closed the door. He turned and spoke to Myra. The steadiness of hiswhisper gave
the girl new confidence.

"l have seen,” pronounced The Shadow. "I have heard. | am afriend. Y ou may speak. Tell meyour red
thoughts concerning Taussg Kermd.."



The girl walked to the table. She picked up her diary, closed the book and extended it to The Shadow.
A gloved hand received the volume.

"I have kept thisrecord,” declared Myra. "Y ou may haveit. Y ou must truly be afriend; otherwise you
could not be here. Of if you were an enemy" - the girl managed asmile as she paused - "your purpose
would beto kill me; not to talk of the dangers which surround me.”

MY RA had seated hersdlf at the table. Her confidence in The Shadow was amazing. Ingtinctively, the girl
had recognized The Shadow as a protector. She was anxious to unburden her troubled mind to this
weird visitant who had conquered obstaclesto meet her.

"The book tells everything," declared Myra, her quiet eyes meeting The Shadow's gaze, "and yet - and
yet | do not fully understand. About Taussg Kermd - about my uncle. | would have believed Mr.
Kermd fully if he had not spoken as he did of Uncle Rufus.™

"State what Kerma said," ordained The Shadow.

"Hetold methat father had died suddenly.” The girl's tone was sober. "He said that the will placed my life
injeopardy. Should | die before | became twenty-one, father's money would go to my stepbrother,
George. | have dwaysliked George; but it istrue that heisaweskling, asMr. Kermal said.

"I do not doubt that George could be sent to prison by people who knew too much about him. | believed
it best to do as Mr. Kermd said. The old house where we were seemed safe. | could see easily how my

lifewould be sought by crimindsif they intended to blackmail George Garling, should he gain my father's
wedlth.

"But | could not understand why Mr. Kerma would not let me writeto my uncle. | asked him; he said, at
firgt, that my uncle would disapprove of the plan to keep me hidden. | inssted that | could persuade
Uncle Rufus to make no objection. Mr. Kermd said then that maybe our enemies were watching Uncle
Rufus. | became more persistent and findly Mr. Kerma said that my uncle was the one enemy whom we
must guard againg.”

THE girl paused. Her face was pale and troubled; her eyes had afar-away stare as she recalled those
discussionsthat she had held in the past.

"I told Mr. Kermd that | did not believe him," declared Myra, firmly. "He broke into atirade against my
uncle. He - he said that he believed my father feared my uncle. That - that my father's death looked like
murder.

"He claimed that!" The girl'stone, though low, wasindignant. "Mr. Kerma declared that Uncle Rufusfirst
managed to poison my father. So cleverly was it done that no trace could be discovered; and that his
next move would beto kill me,

"In my case, Mr. Kerma said, there would be no attempt at Strategy. Any form of death would do, so
long as| died before | came of age. Each day seemed more desperate; and yet | felt forced to trust in
Mr. Kermd."

"Y our reason,” ordered The Shadow. " State why you il trusted Kerma .

"I knew that | was safe with him," explained Myra. "Events had proven that. Doctor Claig, too, seemed
very kind. But when Blissop waskilled, | - | began to wonder. That iswhy | warned the two men who
cameto the house."

"Giveyour recollection of Blissop's death,” commanded The Shadow.



"It happened while | was upstairs,” declared Myra. "At the other house. | heard the shots. | came down
and saw Daggart wounded. Blissop was dead; Croy had killed him. Croy said that he had dain Blissop
to save Daggart.

"Croy seemed honest. But Blissop had seemed honest, too. | think Croy did act to save Daggart. But
Croy isstupid at times; Blissop was amuch moreintelligent man. | wondered if Blissop realy wasa
traitor.

"Suppose that Mr. Kermal was the one who redlly plotted against my life; not Uncle Rufus, ashe
suggests. Croy would not have seen that Mr. Kerma was evil; but Blissop could have. He might have
been acting to hep me when Croy killed him."

Again the girl paused. The Shadow spoke:

"Tonight," he whispered, "you spoke as though you partly trusted Kerma. Y ou managed wdll withit.
Y ou covered most of the doubts that you must fed.”

Myranodded her understanding. She redlized that somehow The Shadow had been present at that
interview. She gave her explanation.

"l haveredlized that | must cover my mistrust,” she declared. "1 am safe here for the present. But | fear
Mr. Kermal. | know that the crisis may come soon. When he told me those lies about Uncle Rufus, |
redized what his own game could be.

"Whether or not | do have enemies at present, | could certainly have one after | become of age. The one
| meanisMr. Kerma himself. He may be planning crime of hisown, telling me these storiesin order to
cover hisown plot.

"When | am twenty-one, my father'sweath will be mine. | am actudly in the power of Mr. Kermd and
Doctor Claig. If they should threaten me, | should be forced to sign away my wealth to them. Mr.

Kerma says he merely wants meto sign awill, leaving my money to some charitable organization, instead
of to George Garling.

"And yet - yet | can no longer believe him. His statements about Uncle Rufus, his policy of hiding; thefact
that he has covered Blissop's degth - al these things frighten me. Today isthefifteenth. My birthday isthe
elghteenth. Once midnight of the seventeenth has passed -"

THE girl stopped spesking. She shuddered; her lips trembled with suppressed fear. The Shadow spoke;
his voice held acamnessthat quieted Myra'saarm.

The Shadow raised hisleft hand and drew back the glove that covered it. Myra observed aglowing gem.
It was a magnificent opd, its depths as mysterious as The Shadow's eyes.

"Thisgirasol," affirmed The Shadow, "ismy token. Y ou will recognize me by it, no matter what my guise.
Have no fear; you are safe for the present. Before danger strikes, | shal be here.”

The Shadow stepped to the window. He unlatched folding shutters and drew one inward. Bars gleamed
beyond. The girasol glittered as The Shadow pointed to the rods of stedl.

"They havetold you," he stated, "that those bars are to protect you. But to you - not fully trusting - those
bars make thisroom a prison.”

The girl nodded. She was amazed at The Shadow's statement. Kerma and Claig had spoken of the bars
the night that Myra had occupied thisroom. The Shadow closed the shuitter.



"Keep these shutters closed,” he warned, "as you have been instructed. Asfor the bars, | shal dedl with
them tonight. Beyond thiswindow you can see the upper story of the garage. My station will be there.
Y ou can signa me, should fear compel you.

"| shal know when danger threatens. | shdl return at that hour. Y ou will answer when you hear my
summons' - dowly, The Shadow ddlivered four dow taps upon the table, with his gloved hand - "and
you will know me by my token."

The Shadow raised hisleft hand. Myra stared once more &t the girasol, fascinated by its changing hues.
Then the glove moved over the gem, blotting out its hypnotic radiance.

Myrasaw aflash of crimson as The Shadow moved toward the door. The weird visitor opened the
barrier; hisform merged with the blackness of the hall. The door closed, leaving Myrastilled with
wonderment.

Tothegirl, the episode was like adream. Y et her diary was gone; sure proof that this being from the
night had been aredity. Moreover, The Shadow's presence had brought a calmness that remained. Myra
Dolthan'sfears were dlayed.

OUTSIDE the house, The Shadow was descending by the window through which he had entered. He
reached the ground; he faded toward the garage as he saw lights coming up the road. Doctor Claig's
couperolled into the drive. A stooped figure appeared from the direction of the house. It was Croy.

The Shadow watched the big servant enter the garage. Peering through awindow, he saw Croy and
Claig jacking up an old sedan in the corner. Thiswas the car that Croy had used earlier; they werefixing
it so that it would appear to have been long since out of commission.

The coupe's lights went out; Claig and Croy stumbled through darkness to the house. The Shadow let
them pass, then entered the garage. He waited there afew minutes; then blinked hislight along the floor.
Hefound athird vehicle parked in the garage. It was an old station wagon that Claig had used in the

past.

The Shadow's light showed the right rear tire. The Shadow recognized the treed that he had seen on the
road from the rear of the old house. The station wagon was the vehicle in which the furnishings had been
brought here.

The flashlight blackened. The Shadow stole from the garage, glided to the back road and coasted away
in Clyde's coupe. Reaching Sheffield, he parked the car and entered the hotel.

He arrived at the room which his agents occupied. There he unlocked the door. Clyde and Harry were
adeepintheir beds.

From alarge suitcase belonging to Harry Vincent, The Shadow brought out boxlike objects: items of
specia radio equipment. He produced wires and earphones; in their place he left a sealed envelope.
Carrying his new burdens, he glided from the room and locked the door behind him.

LATER, hearrived on foot a Doctor Claig's. Entering the garage, The Shadow found the door to the
unoccupied upper floor. He went up the stairs, |eft the articles that he was carrying and descended. His
figure glided to the house, directly beneath Myra's room.

Scaling thewdll in darkness, The Shadow gripped the outside bars. They were built into the masonry;
The Shadow attacked them in the darkness with a sharp, glistening saw that cut itsway steedily through
the stedl. He seemed untiring as he proceeded with this task, gripping the solid bars as he worked to



weaken others.

At lagt, the centra bars, though apparently untampered, were cut to a point where asingle twist would
break them. Loosening his hold, The Shadow dropped easily to the ground. The moonlight gave only a
passing glimpse of hisgliding figure as he returned to the garage.

Only Myra Dolthan had heard the sound of The Shadow's sawing. Half adeep, the girl had scarcely
noticed the sound until just before The Shadow's task was completed. Rising, Myrawent to the window
and cautioudy unlatched a shutter. She peered out into the moonlight.

A blink came from an upstairs window of the garage. It was repeated. Myra understood. The Shadow
had discerned her face behind the barred window of her room. Hisglimmerswereasigna that al was
well. The Shadow had kept his promise. Myraknew that the bars of her window were formidable no
longer.

She knew aso that her mysterious protector had taken his new post. Day and night, The Shadow would
be ready to aid her should danger strike. Myra smiled as she looked out into the moonlight. With a happy
heart she closed the shutters and dropped the latch in place.

Whatever the answer to the complex problemsthat, confronted her, the girl felt confident that her security
was assured. Somehow, she held the bdlief that The Shadow had delved deeply into the plotsthat up to
now had threatened her.

The Shadow knew. Withholding action for the present, he was baiting men of crime. When the stage
would be set for an exposure of evil schemes, The Shadow would be prepared.

CHAPTER XIV. THE LAW'S QUEST

IT wasthe next afternoon. A sultry haze clung to the dopes of the horizon about Sheffield. An ominous
touch seemed present on the countryside. Thiswas apparent to Doctor Leo Claig ashe sat inan old
rocker on the front porch of his prisonlike house.

The physician was puffing mildly at abriar pipe. A casud observer would have consdered him
complacent. But dl the while, Claig'swatchful eyeswere shrewdly gazing toward roads and hillsdes. He
was studying the toylike figures of searching men. Jay Goodling had ordered a search throughout the

county.

Deputies had passed during the day. Some had seen Doctor Claig standing in his doorway; others had
noted him rocking in his porch chair. All had waved friendly greetings, which Claig had returned. None,
however, had heard the mild chuckles that the physician uttered after they had passed.

Sunset was gpproaching. Claig's gaze turned westward. The watchful man saw wearied figures against
the sky. Searchers were inward bound. Cutting acrossfields, they would pass by the house. They had
evidently chosen Claig'sas alandmark on which to take bearings.

A motor throbbed from the road. Claig looked in that direction to see a sedan roll in the driveway. An
arm waved from the driver's seet. Jay Goodling dighted; then Clyde Burke. Following them came Roy
Parrell and a stocky man who was evidently one of Parrell'sinvestigators.

The group approached the porch. Doctor Claig arose, knocked the ashes from his pipe and leaned
againg athin pillar. He waited until Goodling was dmost to the porch; then drawled:

"Any luck, prosecutor?'



"No, doctor," returned Goodling. "We're ending the hunt for today. Driving around to bring in the
searchers. There come some of them now.”

He waved toward the stragglers who were coming across the field. The leader of the searcherswaved in
return. Claig recognized him as Carter.

"I'm posting men on dl theroads," stated Goodling. "Even though that fellow Kerma ishiding out
somewhere about, he won't be able to leave the county. Tomorrow, well have another big hunt.”

"No clues?' queried Claig. "Nothing on the car that Croy was driving?"

"Not athing. Burke saysit was a sedan; but he's not sure of the make. It was an old bus, adark color -
that'sdl he knows."

"Too bad,"” mused Claig, studying Clyde. "1t would have helped you, Goodling, had he noted it more
clody."

PARRELL had strolled out from the porch. The private detective was sudying Claig's house curioudy,
looking up toward barred and shuttered windows. The physician noted this from the corner of hiseye.
Methodically, Claig pulled atobacco pouch from his pocket and began to stuff his pipe.

"Lucky I'm still living here" he chuckled. " Otherwise those rogues might have chosen this house insteed
of the one on Dobson's Road. That's the trouble with aplace in the country. Y ou can't leave it empty.”

The remarks, athough addressed to Goodling, had been for Parrell's benefit. The detective ended his
ingpection and strolled up to the porch.

"Thiswas your sanitarium?' questioned Parrdll.
Claig nodded.
"Y ou must have had alot of customersonce,”" added Parrell.

"l did," chuckled Claig. "Always at least a dozen patients. Do you know, yesterday, | wasthinking |
might go into business again. With everybody |ooking for a house that had vanished from the old
Westbury road, | thought | would find alot of nervous casesright in Sheffield.”

"It had me guessing,” put in Goodling. "It did seem like a pipe dream, Claig. But matters are serious right
now. I'm mighty worried about Fred Lanford. He may bein greater danger than Myra Dolthan.”

"He won't be after tomorrow night,” stated Parrell. "Don't forget that, prosecutor. The girl's birthday
comes on the eighteenth. Weve got to find her before tomorrow at midnight.”

Carter and his men arrived. The deputy clambered upon the porch and mopped his brow. He looked
tired; his gaze wandered toward Goodling's sedan.

"Say, prosecutor,” suggested Carter, "if you could send some cars up from Sheffield, we'd appreciate it
plenty. The boys are pretty worn out, ploughing through some of that soggy ground. | can keep them
here until the cars come, instead of tramping into town."

"Don't know that | can help you, Carter,” returned Goodling. "Mogt of the available cars are off in other
parts of the county."

"l have just what you want, Carter," announced Claig. He removed his pipe from hislipsand used it to
point toward the rear of the house. "My old station wagon's out there and I've no present use for it. If



you can manage to start it, you can take the whole bunch aong to town."
"That's great, doctor,” returned Carter. "Who knows enough about cars to give me a hand?*

Clyde Burke volunteered. He went along with Carter to the garage. They opened the diding door and
found the station wagon. Clyde noted the old sedan jacked up in the corner, beyond Claig's coupe. He
made no comment. Carter was testing the starter; he discovered that the battery in the station wagon was
low. He decided to use the crank.

Another man entered while Carter was cranking. It was Roy Parrdll. The detective noted the sedan;
observing that it was jacked up, he decided that it had long been out of use. He climbed into the station
wagon when Carter caled for cooperation with the accel erator.

After afew crankings, the station wagon started. Parrdll shifted over from the driver's seet, pulling the
hand throttle to make the motor roar.

Carter took the whed and backed the vehicle from the garage. He swung about in the drive and headed
toward the house.

CLYDE BURKE was closing the diding, door. Gloom had pervaded the old garage. The door amost
closed. Clyde stopped as he heard awarning whisper. Turning about, the reporter saw a door that stood
atriflegar.

"Report.”

Clyde heard The Shadow's quiet order. He approached and spoke brief details regarding the fruitless
search. The Shadow's whisper delivered brief instructions. A gloved hand emerged from the blackness
beyond the stairway door.

Clyde received asmall book: Myra Dolthan's diary. The reporter placed the volume in hisinside pocket,
nodded his understanding and stepped from the garage. He did the big door tightly shut; then walked
across the drive, past the house until he reached the porch in front.

The motor of the station wagon was still roaring. The deputies were aboard; Carter at the wheel. Doctor
Clag, pipein hand, was shouting above the tumullt.

"Put aservice battery init, Carter," the physician was ordering. "Have mine recharged. Keep the old
wagon aslong as you want. If you pay for the recharging of the battery, well cal it square.”

Carter nodded; then drove away. The sun had set; long streaks of gloom presaged the coming darkness.
Jay Goodling motioned to his companions. They walked to the prosecutor's car, Claig accompanying
them.

"Well, Parrdll,” said Goodling, "I'm mighty sorry that you've gained no good news for Rufus Dolthan. My
only hopeisthat some of the other searchers may have had some luck. Y our other two men are out with
them, aren't they?'

"Over toward Westbury," replied Parrell. "That's where they went; probably they're back by now,
though. By theway, Doctor Claig, do you have atelephone here?!

The physician nodded.

"Rufus Dolthan is staying at the Weatherby Hotel," explained Parrell. "He has Souder with him; and, of
course, Wurling and Hazzler came in this morning, bringing my three operatives. But they're not much



help.”
"Y ou mean that Mr. Dolthan is subject to illness?’ questioned Claig.

"Yes," replied the detective. "Heis extremely nervous; and failure to find his niece may be too much of a
grain for him. | wanted to be sure that you were available.”

"Absolutdy," assured Claig. "Cal me at any time, Parrell. Or stop by, if you wish. I'm aregular owl -
adways awake hdf the night.”

GOODLING'S car pulled away, carrying the last of the visitors. Doctor Claig stood aone, puffing at his
pipe. As he smoked, the physician delivered a contemptuous snort that ended in achuckle.

He had disposed of these unwanted guestsin gilt-edged fashion. Claig's lips showed ahard smile as he
walked back to the house.

The physician thought that eyes were no longer observing him. He waswrong in that supposition. Froma
darkened window upgtairsin the garage, glittering optics were viewing Claig, noting his gesturesand
expressons from adistance of thirty feet.

A whispered laugh crept through a dusk-filled room as Claig passed from view. Well did The Shadow
know the gamethat lay at stake. He could end Claig's bluff the moment that he chose to do so.

CHAPTER XV. THE LAST DAY

TWENTY -FOUR hours had €lapsed. Again, darkness had settled over the town of Sheffield. Searchers
had scoured theterrain in vain. This- by Roy Parrell's statement - marked the end of the law's last
chance.

Clyde Burke was standing at the window of hishotel room. By theinner wall, Harry Vincent was tuning
inwith asmal radio, the duplicate of the device that The Shadow had removed from his suitcase, two
nights before.

"Here comesthe station wagon,” informed Clyde. "Carter and half adozen deputiesareinit. They're
parking alongside of the hotel, in that empty space. They look mighty tired.”

"Arethey dl going off duty?' questioned Harry.

"Not achance," replied Clyde. "Goodling is not through by along shot. He's posting all those fellows
along the roads. Helll start another hunt tomorrow.”

“Hoping that the girl will il bedive?"

"Yes. He saysit'sthe only bet. He's surethat Kermal is till somewhere in the county. He doesn't think
the lawyer will take a chance on murdering Myra Dolthan until he has a chance to get the girl away from
here”

"What's Parrell's opinion?’

"He'sdoubtful. Saysit might work either way. Blissop was murdered in this county; so was Y ager. Why
should Kermd worry about the lav?!

"What does he recommend?"

"To keep on with the search tonight. But Goodling won't agree. He saysthat it's best to watch the roads.



They might try aget-away from their new hide-out."

There was a pause. Clyde strolled in from the window. Harry had set theradio dia as he wanted it.
Clyde opened the door, peered into the hal; then closed the door and locked it.

"Craig wastoo smart for Parrell,”" he stated in alow tone. "I watched Parrell when we were up there
yesterday. He looked at the old sedan; but never guessed that it could have been the one Croy had

"It'sgood he didn't," said Harry. "He'd probably have asked you about it."

"Y es. That would have put mein the bluffer class, with Claig. Of course, | could have gotten away with
it; but it was better | didn't haveto. It had me shaky, for aminute.”

"What about that |etter Goodling received today?"

"The one from Lanford? Both Goodling and Parrell figured it for abluff. Lanford could have written it
under orders."

"Didn't sound as though Lanford meant it?"

"Yes, but it wastoo vague. Goodling and Parrdll agreed that Lanford might have listened to some hokum
from Kermd. The lawyer isasmart bird, you know."

"Undoubtedly.”

HARRY became thoughtful. Clyde watched him. The reporter knew what was passing in hisfriend's
mind. Harry wasthinking of The Shadow, speculating on what the chief intended.

It was seldom that the agents discussed their superior's methods; but on this occasion, Harry seemed
inclined to forgo the usud custom.

"Our job iscoming," said Harry, dowly. "It'sfor tonight, Clyde; we know that much. Well do what were
told when we receivefina orders. At the sametime-"

"I know," interposed Clyde. "Y ou're wondering just how the parties are going to react. It hasme
guessing, too."

"Kermd is powerless until after midnight,” declared Harry. "Of coursg, its possible that he might murder
Myrabefore then. He could make her sgn documents at any time; then have them witnessed afterward.
But that would be a dangerous procedure.”

"Absolutely," agreed Clyde. "Particularly if he had Lanford buffaloed. He can use Lanford as awitness,
you know, and if Lanford swears|ater that he saw Myradive after she became of age, it would be an
important point.”

"Myrais safe enough for the present,” affirmed Harry. "We know that The" - he paused, catching himself
before he mentioned The Shadow's name aloud - "well, we know she's under protection. There'sonly
oneanswer toit, Clyde."

"What'sthat?'
"A show-down. At midnight. That's the time when Kerma will have reached hisgoa.”
"That'sright, Harry."



"And it'saso thefinish linefor Rufus Dolthan's hopes. Rufus Dolthan will be desperate; Taussg Kermd
will be triumphant.”

"Kermd'swarinesswill be ended.”

"Absolutely. And yet, when the break comes, Clyde -"

"wdl?'

"It can't drike right at midnight. The time element would be too close.”
Another pause. Thistime it was Clyde's quick brain that found an answer.

"I'vegot it, Harry!" exclaimed the reporter. Then, lowering hisvoice: "Look here: Kerma must have
some detailsto make ready. Preparing documents, smoothing Lanford, getting everything ready. Am |
right?'

"YS,"

"Whenwill hedo al that?1'll tell you. Before midnight. HEll have everything set; helll be waiting for the
sroke of the gong.”

"That'slogicd, Clyde."

"Allow him an hour - between dleven and twelve. That'sthe crucid time. That'swhen Kermd will bedl
set for triumph, but Dolthan and Parrell will still have achanceto stop him. If -"

Clyde cut it short. A faint buzz was coming from the radio. Harry was listening to the call. Quickly, he
began to manipulate his own set. Like The Shadow, Harry could send. He and his chief werein
short-wave communication.

Faint, barely audible, those coded sentences. Toned low so that chance listeners might not even hear
them, Harry caught a question that The Shadow was sending from Claig's garage. He spoke to Clyde.

"What about Goodling's men?' he queried. "Are they using the station wagon tonight?"

"No," replied Clyde. "They didn't useit last night. The road-watching groups are too small. They need
something faster than the wagon, anyway. It's only used for bringing in abig crowd during the day."

HARRY was dready sending areply. Clyde heard ingtructions follow from The Shadow; but he was not
close enough to catch the code. Harry nodded; but did not speak. He sent his acknowledgment. Then
came another query. Harry questioned Clyde thistime.

"Goodling will be a the courthouse?"

"Either there or over here with Rufus Dolthan.”
"Parrdl and hismen?'

"Here, with Dolthan.”

"Deputies?"

"Maybe afew will be available. Not many."

Harry sent thisinformation. He received another query and answered it. Then cameasigna that Clyde



recognized. The Shadow was signing off. Harry acknowledged.

Heturned the did, made some adjustments and strolled away from the radio. The soft melody of music
came over theair. Harry had tuned in on aNew Y ork station. The set was giving normal reception.

"Werreright," Harry told Clyde. "Eleven isthe zero hour. That's when the move must start up to Claig's.
Youretobeinonit, while I'm up here; that is, you'll be with Rufus Dolthan, Roy Parrell and Jay
Goodling when they plan their action.”

"And after that?'

"You'reto hop up here. I'm supposed to bein bed. That is, | will be at eleven o'clock. I'm no nighthawk,
like the Classic bunch. | represent the National Press Association.”

Clyde chuckled.

"I'm glad the rest of the reporters went back to town,” he remarked. "They're going to missastory. Go
ahead, Harry - after | get up here -"

"You'll know the plans. I'll send the details by the short-wave set. But well probably be heading out on
our own. Inyour car. Unless, of course, there's some hitch that forces a change.”

"But suppose I'm wanted by Goodling and the others?"
"Then | can go out alone, using your car. Y ou won't need it if you're with them.”

Clyde nodded his understanding. The Shadow aways provided for emergencies. Whatever tonight's
mission might be, one agent would be availablefor it if both were not.

"Get that diary of MyraDolthan's," said Harry. "It'sin the secret pocket of my suitcase. Here's one point,
Clyde; you've got to start the fireworks. The question is, can you ring Parrell in on it? Can you get him
out of the hotel ? Just for astroll - any pretext - just so you'll have a chance to steer him on ajob of
deuthing that hell think ishisown?"

Clyde pondered.
"If you can't," said Harry, "you can do the job done. But if you can bring in Parrell -"

"I'vegot it!" interrupted Clyde. "Y esterday, Parrell whiffed some smoke from Claig's pipe. The doctor
was smoking when we were up there. The aromasuited Parrell and he dug out aswell briar of hisown.
Hewas smoking it today."

"Wd|?'

"Heleft it in Goodling's office. Parrdll will be wondering where he dropped it. Let'sgo and seeif it'still
there”

"Fine. Bring thediary."

FIVE minutes later, The Shadow's agents strolled into Goodling's office. The prosecutor was out to
dinner; but he never locked hisdoor. The lights were on; and Clyde spied a pipe on the desk. The
reporter recognized it as Parrdll's.

"Pocket it," whispered Harry. Then, asthey strolled out through the vacated corridor, he questioned:
"Didn't | see Parrdll in the station wagon about the middle of the afternoon?”



"Yes" replied Clyde. "Hewasin the front seet, talking with Carter. That was just after Carter cameinto
report no luck to Goodling."

"That's great!" Harry chuckled as they reached the street. He looked across to the spot where the station
wagon was parked near abig limousine that belonged to Rufus Dolthan. "Well have some planting to do,
Clyde. WEell have dinner firgt; then takein amovie. It will be after ten by then. I'll do the planting; you'l
handletherest.”

"What'sthe stunt, Harry?"

They had reached the little restaurant where they usualy ae. Harry motioned for silence. He whispered
last words as they entered.

'l tell you after dinner, Clyde," said Harry. "When we're in the movie, you can dip me the pipe and the
diary."

They sat down at atable. Clyde was still haf mystified. But Harry wore asmile. He knew that The
Shadow's orders could be carried through with ease. Clyde Burke would understand as well, as soon as
Harry could give him three minutes of explanation.

The Shadow had planned a smple process which would bring confusion to those who schemed in crime.
Y et Clyde Burke had not guessed what was due, even though Clyde was a keen thinker. That, to Harry,
was merdly new proof that facts, though smple, were not necessarily obvious.

Harry felt secret dation as he noticed Clyde's thoughtful perplexity. He fdlt, for the moment, that he had
gained the edgein ahit of friendly rivary. Soon, however, Clyde would know all that Harry knew.

That, oddly, would prove to be less than Harry Vincent supposed. For while his agents were studying the
surfaces of crime devel opment, The Shadow had delved into the depths. Where others guessed, The
Shadow knew.

CHAPTER XVI. THE ZERO HOUR

IT wasaquarter of eleven when Clyde Burke stopped in front of adoor on the second floor of the
Wesgtherby Hotel. The reporter rapped for admittance. A voice caled for him to enter. Clyde stepped
into the living room of the only suite that the hotel boasted.

Rufus Dolthan was seated in an easy-chair. Hiskindly face seemed haggard; yet hisrestlessnesswas a
sgn that he till possessed stamina. Clyde noticed that the gray-haired man was clutching the arms of his
chair, as though to suppress amaddened desire for hopeless action.

Roy Parrell looked chunky as he stood beside Dolthan's chair. The detective's wise face possessed a
glumness. There was athird man in the room: Jay Goodling. The prosecutor's youthful countenance
seemed aged with worry.

"We aretaking matters over, Mr. Burke," informed Dolthan, in awearied tone. "It isterrible, this
suspense. Asyou know, Myras fate may be decided within afew hours. My word!" He turned
gppedingly to Parrdl and Goodling. "I s there nothing we can do?'

"We can only wait, Mr. Dolthan,” returned Goodling. "I'm positive that this county still harborsthose
criminas- Kerma and hisfelows- and | believe that in spite of Lanford's | etter. Remember, sir: Fred
Lanford ismy closest friend. ThisSituation grieves me deeply.”

"But Kerma may murder Myra-"



"And Lanford dso, if it suits him. They are both in grave danger, wherever they are.”

"And you, Parrdl" - Dolthan spoke sharply to the detective - "you havefaled meinthiscrigs. | have
paid you well, because millions are at stake. Have you no suggestions whatever?"

Parrell shook hishead. He, too, was becoming restless. Clyde could see desperation in the detective's
air. Idly, the reporter drew anew pipe and a package of fine smoking mixture from his pocket. He
extended the package to Parrell.

"Fill up, old man," suggested Clyde. "A good pipe smoke clears the cobwebs. That briar of yoursisa
Sweet one”

Parrell nodded and began to fumble in his pocket. His pipe was missing. Goodling made aremark.
"Your pipeisover inmy office, Parrdl,” hesaid. "I believe that you left it on my desk.”
"I'll walk over with you whileyou get it," put in Clyde. "How gbout it, Parrell?

Clyde had filled his own pipe and was lighting it. The aroma of the tobacco brought anod from Parrell.
Clyde had chosen amixture well filled with perique. The odor was effective.

TOGETHER, reporter and detective | eft the hotel and reached Goodling's office. Parrell was silent during
the walk; he stared glumly after turning on the lights and noting no pipe on the prosecutor's desk.

"Goodling must have been seeing things," he grumbled. "I wonder where | could have dropped that briar.
Let'ssee-"

"Didn't you haveit this afternoon?" queried Clyde. "When you were in the station wagon with Carter?

"That'sright, Burke," recaled Parrell. "The old busis parked alongside of Mr. Dolthan'slimousine, isn't
it? Let'stake alook over there."

They left the courthouse and gpproached the station wagon. Parrell produced aflashlight and looked
about the front seat. He saw no sign of the pipe; but he noticed a space between the seat and the side of
the car. He drew the seat forward.

"Heresthe pipe, al right," exclaimed the detective. "But say - what'sthis?!

Thediary waslying below the pipe. Harry Vincent had planted them effectively. Parrell opened the book
with hisleft hand while he held the flashlight with hisright. A sudden cry camefrom hislips

"Thisbook isMyraDolthan's" blurted the detective. "In the girl's handwriting. Here, in Claig's Station
wagon. She must have dropped it. Say, Burke didn't Claig tell Carter he might have atough time starting
thisold bus?'

"That'swhat he said,” nodded Clyde. "I heard him."

"But Carter had no trouble," added Parrell. "Say, Burke - do you remember an old sedan up in Claig's
garage?"

"The one that was jacked up?'
"Yes. Did it look anything like the boat that Croy wasin the night he snatched Lanford?'

"A wholelot, Parrell. But | didn't think anything about it at the time. Claig's sedan looked out of use. It



could have been the car Croy wasin though. Maybe it wasthe car.”

"Comeon.” Parrell grabbed Clyde'sarm. "We're hopping up to see Dolthan and the prosecutor!
Pronto."

They hurried into the hotdl and took the stairs on the run. Parrdll barged into Dolthan's living room and
thrust the diary into the hands of Myra'suncle.

Excitedly, the detective told how they had made the find. He added the comments that Clyde had given
concerning the old sedan in Claig's garage.

"Thisisincredible!" exclamed Goodling. "A man of Doctor Claig's reputation would not assst criminds. |
cannot believe that he aided them in their departure from the old house on Dobson's Road.”

"He has done more than aid them,” retorted Parrell. "Heis harboring them. Why do you think we havent
been able to locate Kerma ? I'll tell you why - it's because he's hiding out in the one place we've never
looked. In the upstairs part of Claig's house!™

"But _ bth _n

GOODLING stopped short as he spluttered. This suggestion of Parrell'swas a powerful one. The
prosecutor redized suddenly that those upper stories of Claig's old sanitarium afforded every advantage
asarefuge for Kermal and hisband. Nevertheless, the prosecutor finally shook his head.

"I have too much faithin Claig,” he asserted. "He has lived hereabouts for years. Even supposing that he
has listened to crooks, why should he commit thefolly of using his own property astheir lair?!

"Hedidnt," returned Parrell. "Not at first. Who do you suppose wised Kerma to that old house where
you and Lanford first went? How did Kermd learn of it?"

"Someone hereabouts could have told him."

"That'sjust it. And who would be most likely? Doctor Claig. Y ou'reright, prosecutor; he didn't want to
jeopardize himsdlf by letting Kermal use hisown place. Hedidn't at first. He steered Kerma to the house
on Dobson's Road. But when the emergency landed, he brought the works to his own hang-out. It was
the only way out in the pinch.”

"Parrell iscorrect,” declared Dolthan, with adignified nod. “"Men of repute will do much, prosecutor,
when they see an opportunity for huge wed th. We can consider Doctor Claig more charitably than we
can Taussg Kermal. Claig was tempted by afiend's offer. He alowed himsdlf to become aparty to
crime”

Dolthan's hegtless words were convincing. The gray-haired man showed sorrow rather than anger. A
thought came to Goodling; he himself expressed the next statement in the argument againgt Claig's

integrity.

"Fred Lanford's |etter," mused the prosecutor. "It seemed genuine; yet it indicated that he wastrying to
lead the trail away from here. Fred would not have allowed Kermd to influence him. Fred was
encouraged by someone in whom he had confidence.

"Doctor Claig could have influenced Fred Lanford. What is more, Claig could have sent that |etter to
New Y ork, so someone would return it here. As| review thiscase, | redlize that Claig has shown unusua
interest in it. Too much interest for onewho ismerely aretired physician.”



"He bluffed us yesterday,” asserted Parrell. "Up there on his porch. Acting asablind. Offering Carter his
dtation wagon.”

"And Myraa prisoner in hishouse," groaned Dolthan. "Her day of doom approaching.”

"Craigisascrooked as Kermd," barked Parrdll. "Why try to be easy with him? He's the fellow, right
enough, who jabbed you and Lanford with the hypodermic, prosecutor. Being adoctor, hed have had a
needle with him. Hes a crook -"

"Cdm yoursdf, Parrell.” 1t was Dolthan who interrupted. He had risen from his chair and was surveying
the otherswith dignity. "Doctor Claig may not know the depths of Kermd's schemes. We can learn the
physician's story later. Our present duty isto rescue my niece and this poor chap, Lanford.”

"Right!" agreed Goodling. "WEell get to the bottom of thisbusiness. I'll gather thirty men; well smash into
Clagsif necessary."

"ONE moment." Dolthan's raised hand stopped Goodling as the latter was about to pick up the
telephone. "Tell me, prosecutor, where are these men whom you intend to summon?”

"Out guarding the roads," returned Goodling. "I'll have them dl in here and on their way to Claig'swithin
two hours."

"That will betoo late." Dolthan'stone was solemn. "It isadready eeven. At midnight, Myra becomes of
age. Kermd will force her to sign away her wedlth the moment that sheislegdly twenty-one. Her lifewill
then be at stake.”

"That'strue," added Parrdll. "What's more, prosecutor, Kermd will haveto kill her in apinch. Hell bump
Lanford, too, if he knows hisgameisup. HEll know it, right enough, when awhole squadron comes

banginginonhim."

"We must use strategy,” announced Dolthan. "Moreover, we cannot spare another precious minute. Tell
me, prosecutor, have you no men available here?’

"There's adeputy named Derry downdtairs,” replied Parrell. "But I'll need him to round up the men on the
roads. We certainly should arrange to cut off any flight by Kermd."

"Pogitively," nodded Dolthan. "That move will be essentid, prosecutor. But in the meantime, we must
arrange someimmediate action. Come, come, Parrdll” - Dolthan turned to the detective - "show your
ability, man. How can we surmount this emergency?'

"WEell haveto consder Doctor Claig firgt," responded Parrell promptly. "Hesthe blind. If we can get
past him easily, well be where we want. Listen, prosecutor” - he siwung to Goodling - "do you remember
how Claig invited usto stop in any time?"

Goodling nodded.
"| told him, too," continued Parrdl, "that we might need him as physician for Mr. Dolthan?"
Again Goodling nodded.

"That's our bet then," decided Parrell. "Y ou and | can drive upto Claig's. Hell let usin, al right. Well tell
him Mr. Dolthanisvery ill."

"Won't Claig wonder?' queried Goodling. "Hewill want to know why we did not call him by telephone.”



"WEell explain that, prosecutor. Tell him that Mr. Dolthan claims he doesn't want to see adoctor.
Worriment over Myra. Claigwill fdl for it."

"And accompany us down here? That would give Kermal an opportunity to suspect aruse on our part.”

"Wewon' leave the place. WEIIl corner Claig and cover him. Then our way will be clear. Well go
upstairs and pounce on Kerma. Hell think itsClaig.”

"But there are only two of us, Parrdll. | cannot get deputies on such short order.”

"I have three operatives here. Trained detectives. Well take them dong in your car. They can follow us
in"

GOODLING'S expression showed prompt enthusiasm. He urged Parrell to the telephone. The detective
began to cdl the roomsin which his men were staying. Goodling turned to Dolthan, who offered afurther
Suggestion.

"Use gtrategy, prosecutor,” urged Dolthan. "Lives are at stake. Would that | could accompany you.
Indeed, | shall follow you and Parrell; but of course, | shall remain far enough away not to excite
suspicion.

"Parrell has never seen either Kermd or Myra. Of course, you have - that night you were a the old
house - so that will satisfy for immediate identification. But when | see them aso, there can be no doubt.”

"It'sbest to have you close by, Mr. Dolthan,” assured Goodling. "After al, once we are actudly upstairs
in the house, there is no reason why you should not approach.”

"Souder!" cdled Dolthan. The long-faced man gppeared from the other room. " Summon Wurling and
Hazzler a once. We are going out in the limousine.”

Souder nodded and went to the telephone, which Parrell had relinquished. Clyde Burke, silent until now,
found chance to speak to Jay Goodling.

"How about mysdlf, prosecutor,” asked the reporter. "All right if | tag dong in my coupe. I'll keep far
enough away from the house."

"All right," agreed Goodling. "What about thisfriend of yours, Vincent? Are you taking him with you?'
"l can. HE'sadeep in hisroom right now.”

"Better wake him. Then hell be accounted for. | don't want anyone coming up there unexpectedly to
bungle our work."

Souder had finished his call for Wurling and Hazzler. Goodling took the tel ephone to speak with Derry,
the deputy who he had |ft in the lobby. Clyde hurried from the room; in the halway he ran into two of
Parrell's husky subordinates, coming in response to the detective's call.

Passing the fellows, Clyde dashed up the steps to the third floor. The way was clear; but time was short.
The Shadow's plan had worked; unexpected visitors would soon be at the home of Doctor Leo Claig. In
the brief interval that remained, there would be important work for The Shadow's agentsto perform.

CHAPTER XVII. MEN FROM THE NIGHT

HARRY VINCENT was dready at the radio when Clyde Burke arrived in their third-floor room. Harry



had watched from the window after planting Parrell's pipe and Myras diary in the station wagon. He had
seen Clyde and the detective make their find. Harry had allowed a short interval; then had begun to signa
The Shadow.

An acknowledgment was sounding. As Clyde whispered detailsto Harry, the latter sent through a coded
message. The Shadow's reply was brief. Events had shaped as he had anticipated them. Harry nodded
asformer instructions were corroborated. The Shadow's signal cameto sign off. Harry responded; he
twisted the did and disconnected wiring. He nodded to Clyde.

Together, the agents headed downgtairs. They had made the most of brief minutes. The clock in the
lobby showed twelve minutes after eleven. Goodling, Parrell and the latter's three men were still upstairs.
Clyde and Harry heard their tramp in the hallway above.

Derry wasin atelephone booth, sending out callsto the various posts where deputies were watching
roads. Clyde and Harry hurried out through the side door, dashed past the station wagon and reached
the reporter's coupe.

Clyde gtarted the motor; they rolled away just as Goodling and Parrell were coming out of the hotel with
their party. The Shadow's agentstook arear street; between buildings they saw the five men heading for
the courthouse, where Goodling's car was parked.

Clyde was taking the route that The Shadow had used when he had goneto Claig's. A circling course
that would bring them to that obscure road fringed by trees, where not even the lights of the car could be
seen from Claig'shouse.

Thetrip required less than one dozen minutes. Asthey curved into the old road, at apoint above Claig's,
Clyde shut off the motor and switched off the lights. Fedling hisway by the ruts, the reporter coasted the
car along the road. He findly applied the brakes.

Both agents alighted. They crept up the bank of the road and passed acluster of bushes. The night was
clouded; but they could discern the outline of Claig's garage; they could also see the house beyond it.

Asthey waited, they saw amomentary glimmer from the near side of the garage. It was The Shadow's
sgnd; and meant that he would join them.

Watching tensdly, Clyde saw acar approaching Claig's. Itslights were coming up theregular road. The
machine was Goodling's, the prosecutor was using the strategy that he had planned with Parrell and
Dolthan.

Then, as Goodling's car drew closer to the house, Harry pointed out other lights. These were down the
road; they dowed, stopped and finaly blinked off.

"Dolthan'slimousine,” whispered Harry. " The chauffeur must have followed pretty close after Goodling.”

"They'll wait there," added Clyde. "Then they'll come closer after they know that Goodling and Parrell are
inddethe house"

The comments ended. Both agents were silent, knowing that soon The Shadow would arrive where they
were ationed. Harry held aflashlight close against the ground, ready to deliver a cautious answering
glimmer the moment that The Shadow gave an arriving blink from close at hand.

MEANWHILE, Goodling's car was dowly climbing the up grade to Claig's. The prosecutor was making
acautious approach, despite the fact that there was reason for the visit. He was not anxious that the
physician should know of their arrival until they rang the doorbell.



While he drove, Goodling exchanged comments with Parrell. In response to a suggestion from the
detective, the prosecutor swung wide as they entered the drive and brought the car to a standdtill at the
very edge of the gravel.

This made the path easy for Parrell's three followers. The trio would be able to avoid crunching gravel
when they approached the house.

Goodling and Parrell dighted. Apparently their arrival had not been heard. The lower floor of the house
showed dim lights from various rooms. Doctor Claig had applied his usua method of deceiving vistors.
The county prosecutor strolled dowly to the porch; the private detective followed at his hedl's. Reaching
their god, they stopped at the door. Goodling rang the bell.

Anintervd followed. Goodling rang again. Two minutes of waiting; then alight appeared suddenly upon
the porch. The door opened; Doctor Claig appeared. The physician smiled as he recognized hisvistors.

"Well, well, Goodling," he gaculated. "Thisisasurprise. | did not hear your car arrive. Y ou appear
troubled. Have you cometo report anillnessin town?”

Goodling nodded; it was Parrell, however, who spoke.

"Weve come on account of Rufus Dolthan,” he explained. "Heisjust about beside himsdlf, doctor.
Pacing like a caged lion. Won't go to bed.

"Weve got to get something to put him to degp. Can't you fix up some opiate for him? Something that
will look like ordinary medicine? So hell take it?"

"l believe s0," responded Claig. "Comein, gentlemen. We can go right into my office."

The door closed as the three men entered. Darkness stirred in the blackness beside the house. A cloak
swished softly.

The Shadow had returned from histrip to the rear road. His business with his agents was ended; his
return journey had been accomplished with swiftness. In fact, The Shadow had arrived just intimeto
catch the last of the conversation between Doctor Claig and the physician'stwo visitors.

Listening, The Shadow heard sounds from Goodling's car. A door was opening cautioudy. Men were
easing out into the darkness. The Shadow sensed that Parrell's three aids were cregping toward the
porch. He waited no longer. Turning in the darkness, The Shadow skirted toward the rear of the building.
His course was untracegble.

INSIDE the house, Doctor Claig was holding consultation with Goodling and Parrell. Head cocked, the
white-haired physician was listening to the detective's description of Rufus Dolthan's nervous symptoms.
A ticking clock showed the time as twenty-five minutes before twelve.

"| seg," declared Claig, wisdly. "Mr. Dolthan has reached a high pitch of nervousness. Unquestionably,
the strain has been too great for him. He must be soothed. Quieted. Suppose | write you a prescription,
Goodling? Y ou can wake Billings, the druggist, and he will prepareit for you. Let me see- wheredid |
place those prescription blanks?!

Claig opened adrawer with hisleft hand. He reached in with hisright; then stopped short ashe heard a
sharp remark from Parrell.

Looking over his shoulder, the doctor stared into the muzzle of a stub-nosed revolver that the detective
had brought from his pocket. Even Goodling was momentarily surprised until he heard Parrdll explain.



"Youll find agunin that drawer," stated Parrell. "Take alook for it, prosecutor. | know when aman's
reaching for agat. Claig was going to cover us."

Goodling dived for the drawer. He uncovered an old-fashioned revolver. Removing the wegpon, the
prosecutor cracked it open and found bulletsin the gun'sfive chambers. Pocketing the revol ver,
Goodling eyed Claig severdly.

"I've had that gun for years," declared the physician, camly. "Naturdly, | haveit in an available place. Itis
dangerousto live out in the country, Goodling. Everyone around here ownsagun.”

"Hurry up, prosecutor,” urged Parrdll. "Don't let him pull astall. He's holding out for twelve o'clock.
Trying to hep Kermd's game.”

For thefirst time, Claig lost his sdf-control The physician's face darkened; an ingtinctive gasp came from
hislips. It was enough for Goodling. The prosecutor drew a.38 and covered the physician. He motioned
Parrell to the door; the detective grinned and nodded.

Sneaking out through the front hall, Parrell opened the big door and let histhree men enter. They
followed him softly into the physcian's office.

Goodling was questioning Claig; the doctor was preserving firm silence. Asthe others appeared,
Goodling stepped forward, gripped Claig'swrist and pulled the physician to hisfeet. Searching Claig's
pockets, Goodling found alarge key. He thrust it into Claig's hand.

"Move ahead of us, doctor,” growled Goodling. "Unlock that door and lead the way upstairs. | warn you
- despite the fact that you were once my friend - | shall riddle you with bulletsif you display asign of
treachery."

With that cold statement, Goodling rammed the muzzle of his .38 between Claig's shoulders. Parrell
nodded to his men; they drew revolvers of their own. Goodling forced Claig through the doorway to the
hall. Key in hand, the physician moved to the dcove and unlocked the door.

Covered by five men, Claig had no chanceto resist. Hisrole of blind had ended; no longer could he
cover Taussg Kermd's hide-out. With twenty minutes still remaining before midnight, invaders were on
the threshold of the crafty lawyer'slair.

CHAPTER XVIIlI. COUNSEL FOR DEFENSE

UPSTAIRS in the luxurious room, Taussig Kermal was seated at his desk, totally unaware of the coup
that had been made downdtairs. The lawyer had faith in Doctor Claig's ability. The arrival of late calers
had not perturbed him.

Moreover, Kermal had areason for covering the dight concern that he did fedl. Fred Lanford was
present in the room, watching him from a chair. Croy was present a so; the big servant had brought
Lanford here only afew minutes before.

"Miss Dolthan will soon bewith us, Lanford,” declared Kerma. He looked up from the desk, where his
hand was resting upon awritten document. "l just sent Daggart to summon her. There are matterswhich |
should like you to hear when they are discussed.”

"Concerning her estate?' inquired Fred.

"Yes" replied Kermd. "This document on my desk isawill. It stipulatesthat her entire wedthisto goto
certain charities. | want her to read it before twelve o'clock; you will have opportunity to do the same.



Then you can Sgn as awitness when she affixes her Sgnature.”

Kermal looked toward the door to the hallway on the left. Daggart had not reappeared; Kerma seemed
perplexed. He turned his shaggy head and delivered a command to Croy.

"Possibly Daggart misunderstood my order," said the lawyer. "Go and summon Miss Dolthan, Croy.
Then hunt up Daggart. He should be here dso.”

The ugly-faced servant nodded and made his departure. Thistime Kermal showed anger as he glared
toward the door on theright.

"What iskeeping Claig?' he questioned. "He should certainly not be dawdling at thislate hour. If he has
patients, why does he not hurry them from his office?"

"They might become suspicious,” replied Lanford.

"What does it matter?' demanded Kermal. "In twenty minutes we shal be ready to cal your friend
Goodling and invite him herein person. Claig knowsthat aswell asl."

"Maybe he has an emergency caseto hold him up."
"Never mind, Lanford. Hereis Claig now."

The door was opening as Kerma spoke. Claig'sfigure came into view; the doctor stared, pale faced,
then stumbled into the room, impelled by athrust. AsKerma cameto hisfeet, Goodling bounded
through the doorway. With leveled gun, the prosecutor covered the lawyer.

FOR amoment, Kermal appeared ready to spring forward in resistance; then Parrell and the detectives
bobbed into view. Revolvers glimmered; Kerma sank back in his chair, glowering. Fred Lanford sprang
to hisfeet, to give greeting to hisfriend.

"Fred!" cried Goodling, with enthusiasm. "Y ou're safe. Tell me - what about the girl - isshedl right?"

"MyraDolthan?" returned Lanford. "Certainly, Jay. How did you happen to get up here? Mr. Kerma
wan't going to call you until after midnight.”

Goodling eyed Lanford in perplexity. Fred grinned as he thumped the prosecutor on the shoulder.
"It'sdl jake, Jay," assured Lanford. "Y ou got my letter, didn't you?"

"Certainly," retorted Goodling. "It said you werein New Y ork. Instead, you're here. That sounds bad for
asat."

"Not when you know the facts," laughed Lanford. "Miss Dolthan is not aprisoner. Sheis staying here of
her own valition. | have talked with her. That dead man, Blissop, was not murdered. Hetried to kill
Daggart. Croy had to shoot him."

"What about Y ager?'
"Yager? Whoishe?'

"A sguatter living out on Dobson's Road. Shot dead in my office, the same night that you were
abducted.”

LANFORD stared. Parrell pressed forward and ddlivered a contemptuous laugh. He stared at Kermdl;



then at Claig, who was backed in a corner near the desk.

"Bluffed Lanford did you?' quizzed the detective. "I thought maybe that would be your game. But you
didn't have nerve enough to let him know you'd rubbed out Y ager.”

"I had nothing to do with Y ager's death,” retorted Kermal, in aharsh tone. "It was unnecessary to
mention it to Lanford. It would have confused him.”

"Have your men cover these doors,” said Goodling, to Parrell. "1'm going to have this out with Kermal.
Those two rogues, Daggart and Croy, are somewhere about. We must be ready for them."

With that, the prosecutor swung toward the desk. In challenging tones he ddlivered an ultimatum to the
shaggy-headed man who stood beyond.

"Your assassnsdew Yager," accused Goodling. "Y ou and your accomplices are guilty of two murders,
Kerma. We have come to remove Myra Dolthan from your custody. Also to arrest your confederates.
Tdl mewherethey are”

"Speak up, Claig,” rasped Kermd, turning to the lawyer. "Thisisyour house. These persons have
entered without warrant. Order them to leave. Prosecutor or no prosecutor, Goodling has no right here.”

"I am investigating the deaths of Blissop and Y ager,” stormed Goodling. "I an heredso to find Myra
Dolthan. Unless-"

He paused as he saw the paper on the desk. Snatching it up, Goodling began to read the lines that
Kerma had written. The lawyer chuckled.

"That," he explained, "isthewill that Myra Dolthan will sign a midnight. Asyou see, Goodling, it leaves
al of her property to recognized charities. It stlands as proof of my sincerity. | amthegirl'slega guardian
and will be" - he chuckled as he glanced at a clock on the desk - "for fifteen minutes more. | refuseto
have you interview her until after midnight. Shewill be here at any moment” - Kerma paused to glance
toward the door - "and | shall advise her both as guardian and counsd.”

GOODLING looked atrifle puzzled as he dropped the will back on the desk. He stared at Kermal; then
swung to Lanford. That young man nodded.

"Itsonthelevel, Jay," Lanford told Goodling. "Give Kerma achance to explain. Doctor Claig will back
up his statements. Kermal isworking to protect Myra Dolthan. Her real enemy is her uncle, Rufus
Dolthan -"

Roy Parrell legped forward in angry interruption. In maddened loydty to hisemployer, the private dick
thrust his stubby revolver toward Lanford.

The gesture brought a sharp bark of challenge from Goodling. Apologeticaly, Parrell stepped back and
lowered hisrevolver. Taussg Kermal was prompt to make the most of the detective's action.

"Seethat?' demanded the lawyer. "Parrdl knows the truth. That's why he made hisdip. Useyour brains,
Goodling. Tell thosefelowsto put up their guns, then I'll tell you something.”

The lawyer was leaning with both palms on the table; his position rendered him helpless. Goodling glared
at Parrell and motioned for the dicksto put away their guns. The detective, anxiousto hold the
prosecutor's favor, nodded to his men. Revolvers went into pockets.

"Y ou have asked me about Y ager's death, Goodling,” announced Kermal, in hisdeep tone. "I swear that



| had nothing to do with it. | ask you to hear my defense; | can promise you it will be brief. | admit that
Blissop was dain by Croy, in the house on Dobson's Road. Blissop, however, tried to kill Daggart; the
latter'swound is proof of that fact."

"Towhich| cantedtify,” putin Doctor Claig. "Kermd isright, Goodling."

"I consder you amurderer.” Goodling spoke steadily as he faced Kermal. The prosecutor was holding
his.38in readiness. "Neverthdess, | shal accept the supposition that Blissop's desth was justifiable. But
Y ager's death was murder -"

"One moment,” interposed Kermd. "'Follow the story from the time of Blissop's death. Shortly after that,
Goodling, you and Lanford came to my house. The two of you put up afight. We overpowered you.
Had | been amurderer, | would have dain you then."

"Youfeared tokill us" retorted Goodling. "We were wel known in Sheffield.”

"Sowas Y ager," reminded Kermal, with anod of his shaggy head. "Y our logic does not hold. But hereis
the main point, Goodling. Y ou and Lanford had seen Blissop's body; there was every reason why you
could make trouble for us. We had a chance to dispose of both of you by the smple expedient of
coagting your coupe into the swollen creek beside the broken bridge. Y et we spared your lives.”

KERMAL had delivered a strong argument; it was one that coincided with the facts that The Shadow
alone had considered, of al those who had investigated this case. An exclamation of agreement came
from Lanford.

"That's Straight, Jay," argued the prosecutor's friend. "Kermal's no murderer. If he was, held have gotten
rid of us."

"Y our own friend understands, Goodling," asserted Kermd. "M oreover, when he encountered my
servant Croy, afew nights ago, Croy made no effort to injure him. Croy brought Lanford here a prisoner;
that istrue. After that, however, | offered Lanford freedom. He preferred to stay here.”

"Isthat right, Fred?' questioned Goodling.
"Absolutely,” returned Lanford.

"But Y ager was murdered,” asserted the prosecutor, swinging back to Kermal. "And if you ordered his
degth, you -"

"I would have been afool,” interposed Kerma, with aconvincing nod. "I had an explanation for Blissop's
death. | had proof that | meant you and Lanford noill. Lanford himself was here with us, ready to favor
our cause. My hands were clean.”

"Thenwho -"

"Who murdered Y ager? The facts should be obvious to anyone who has heard me speak. Thugs
murdered Y ager; they fled afterward. But they acted at the order of those who were seeking to defeat
mein my protection of Myra Dolthan. They were ordered to kill Y ager because he had talked with

Blissop.”
"Tdked with Blissop?'

"Y es. Because Blissop had turned traitor againgt me. He knew whom | feared. He must havetold Y ager
the facts. Had Y ager talked, the real crookswould have been exposed. One name would have been



reveded initstruelight - the name of the man who seeksthelife of Myra Dolthan - the name of the girl's
own uncle, Rufus Dolthan!™

GOODLING stood transfixed. Roy Parrell was staring straight at the prosecutor, too tenseto make a
move while Goodling held that ready gun. Taussg Kermd clenched amassivefist and droveit fiercdy
againgt the surface of the desk.

"Rufus Dolthan!" he denounced. "But his crooked gameis at its end. He came here hoping that the law
would find his niece, so he could see that she was dain before she came of age. A dozen minutes more;
his opportunity will be ended.

"Fool that heidl Instead of coming here himself, he sent an underling, Roy Parrell.” Kerma turned and
pointed squarely at the detective. "Roy Parrell, head of afake investigation agency, apoor tool in the
hands of a supercrook. Keep him covered, Goodling; he put his gun away too soon.

"Parrell isydlow. Hewon't cal for hep from those fake dicks of his. He's afraid that you will shoot him if
he does. Hold them where they stand, Goodling. Cdl Croy and Daggart, Lanford. Bring Myra Dolthan
here. It isdmost midnight.”

Lanford started toward the door at the left. Croy had left it gjar. But before he had taken four steps,
Lanford hdted. Like the others, Goodling included, he whirled about to face the door at the right of the
room.

A fiendish chuckle had issued from that haf-opened barrier. Into the room was stepping agray-haired
man, hisface no longer one of dignity.

Rufus Dolthan, revolver in hand, was covering Jay Goodling. Behind the leering fiend were others:
Souder, Wurling and Hazzler; three servants as venomous as their master, al with guns.

Ascounsd in hisown defense, Taussig Kermd had won his argument with the county prosecutor. But
Jay Goodling could no longer act in Kerma's behaf. Rufus Dolthan and his servants had stepped in to
gain the control that Roy Parrell and hisaids had lost.

CHAPTER XIX. FACTSCOME OUT
"TWELVE minutesmore."

Rufus Dolthan delivered the words with an insidious sneer. Hisfaked nervousness was gone. Reveded as
aman of crime, hewastaking pride in hisrole of supercrook. At hisnod, Roy Parrdll grinned. He and his
pretended dicks were ready to double the strength of Dolthan's forces.

"Twelve minutes," repeated Dolthan, "ample time in which to accomplish my purpose here. Infact” - an
evil chuckle escaped his curling lips - "thereis no need for haste. As matters now stand, we can wait until
after midnight.

"Y ou have paved your own destruction, Kerma. Y ou were crafty in your moves. Y ou suspected that |
murdered my brother Wade. Y ou wereright. | had him poisoned; Souder aided me and Parrell removed
the evidence.

"It was Parrdll, too, who gathered facts concerning George Garling. When Myra's stepbrother inherits
her father's estate, he will not enjoy it long. When Parrdll, as my agent, interviews him, Garling will be
glad to rid himsdlf of wedlth. Some of his past indiscretions can be classed as crimes. Enough, if known,
to send him to prison for twenty years. He will pay for slence.”



Dolthan paused to survey Kermd in contemptuous fashion. Thelittle clock wasticking on toward
midnight; the fact did not seem to trouble the supercrook. Dolthan had already said that he had no need
for haste,

"Y ou moved ahead of us, Kerma," sneered the gray-haired murderer. ™Y our mistake, however, wasin
trusting those about you. Particularly Blissop. He knew that you feared me. He saw an opportunity for
wedth. He called me by long distance, Saturday night. Y ou uncovered histreachery; you traveled here.
But your own softness was your undoing.

"Had you finished Goodling and Lanford - as| would have done - you would have been better off. | am
forgetting though' - Dolthan's chuckle wasfilled with cackled malice - "that you are honest, not a plotter
like mysdlf. You see, Kermal, | did not intend to hurry to that house on Dobson's Road. | planned to
wait; to let you spend afew more days of false security.

"But when | read of the strange adventures of Jay Goodling and Fred Lanford, | knew that Blissop had
failed to keep his spying secret. | knew my informant to be the dead man mentioned in their story. | knew
then that you must have sought some new hide-out; | knew aso that technically you were afugitive from
judtice.

"I sent Parrell hereto Sheffield. His purpose: to discover Myra's whereabouts, to dispatch hidden killers
to the spot where she might be. Their task wasto day my niece; but prior to that, they had other duties.
They camein secretly on Monday evening. Someto be near the courthouse in case of an emergency;
othersto visit the old house of which Blissop had told us, there to find clues before the law could gain
them.”

TAUSSIG KERMAL, leaning heavily on the desk, was nodding as Rufus Dolthan paused. These words
werethe lawyer's vindication. Jay Goodling redized it; the prosecutor stared helplesdy. He still held his
gun; but he had been forced to point the weapon to the floor when covered by Dolthan's revolver.

Roy Parrell was swaggering up beside Dolthan. The phony dick wastrying to cover hisdisplay of
ydlowness. Hisface was hard; hislipswore aleer as he took credit for the next phase of Dolthan's
crimind activity.

"When Yager blew in," jeered Parrell, "I heard him start to blab about Blissop. | guessed that he knew
too much. Blissop had posted him that we'd be sending some killers out that way. He'd told us over the
telephone that he had things fixed.

"So | marked Y ager for the spot. Pointed him out, right in front of your eyes. | gavethe finger wag like
I'd been doing all dong" - Parrell paused to indicate the gesture that he had used in the prosecutor's
office- "and when | steadied it on Y ager, there were fellows outside who knew what it meant.

"They finished Y ager. Then they headed for Dobson's Road, to tip off the boys who were going through
the house. Who started the trouble there is something that | don't know. It was a bad break for us,

though."

"Hardly so, Parrell," croaked Dolthan, as hislieutenant paused. " The murder of Y ager was easily blamed
on Kermdl. It placed him definitely outside the law. The discovery of the trunk merely enabled usto spur
the authoritiesto their search for Myra.

"Moreover, the dimination of those hirdings was no handicap. Y our phony detectives and my servants
have proven themsalves more capabl e than those cheap skulkers. What we needed, Parrell, was a
break. Finding Myras diary in the station wagon was amost timely clue. Particularly because it occurred
when Goodling's deputies were not available.”



The reference to the diary brought a puzzled look to Kerma's face. Doctor Claig aso registered
perplexity. Rufus Dolthan seemed to have gained anew chain of thought now that he had mentioned his
niece's name. He looked across the room toward the door that stood gjar.

"It istime we thought of Myra," he remarked. "Onefact is certain: she has no way of leaving here. Y our
barred windows, Claig, are excdlently suited to our purpose. The girl istrapped; for that matter, Kermdl,
SO are your two servants.

"| said that haste was not imperative. | meant it. So long as no one except myself and those with me see
Myradive after midnight, it will be deemed that she died before she came of age. Her father'swill isdue
to stand. The wedth will comeinto the possession of George Garling. Only for atemporary period.”

Stepping to the desk, Dolthan snatched up the will that Kermal had prepared. He crumpled it with hisleft
hand and thrust the paper into his pocket. All the while he kept Goodling covered.

Stepping toward the door that led to Myras halway, Dolthan paused; then laughed as he eyed the
revolver that Goodling was ill holding.

"Keep your revolver, Goodling," ordered the master crook. "Y ou will have usefor it. Parrell, take alook
in Kermal's desk. See what weapons he has available.”

PARRELL stepped forward and opened the drawer, pushing Kermal away from the desk. He found two
guns. One was a.32 automatic; another was arevolver of the same cdliber, with inlaid handle bearing the
letter K. Parrell exhibited them.

"Excdlent,” decided Dolthan. "Replace the automatic, Parrell, and bring metherevolver. Leavethe
drawer half open.”

The phony detective complied. Dolthan juggled theinitided gun in hisleft hand.

"Quite congderate of you, Kermal," he chortled, "to have arevolver that will certainly beidentified as
your own. | shall keep thisweapon and use it to day Myra. Her death will be attributed to you, Kermdl.

"It will do for Lanford also; but he will come afterward. By the way, Parrell, did Doctor Claig have agun
when you and Goodling captured him?"

The detective nodded and nudged his thumb toward Goodling's pocket.
"Produce the wegpon,” ordered Dolthan. "Returnit to Claig."

Parrell complied. Dolthan motioned his men to new positions. He arranged them so that Souder and the
three false detectives were with Parrdll, dl covering Kermal, Goodling and Claig.

The lawyer's hand was just above the desk drawer wherein Parrell had replaced his automatic. The
prosecutor was till holding his .38 downward. The physician had hisfive-chambered revolver limpinhis
hand, where Parrell had placed it.

"Wurling," said Dolthan to his chauffeur, "you and Hazzler kegp Lanford covered. Simply hold him until |
return. If he triesto make trouble, overpower him. Do not shoot him unless you are forced to do so.

"The stage isnow set. We shall have the semblance of abattle. Start to shoot down the victims, Parrell,
when | givetheword. Let them try to fight; they have guns handy. | shal go find Myraand arrange her
death. After that, | shall attend to Lanford."



Dolthan chuckled gloatingly as he brandished the gun that he had taken from Kermal. Theinlaid handle
glittered in the light. Dolthan exhibited his own revolver.

"Thiswill do for others,” he remarked. "Croy and Daggart, if | encounter them. Y ou follow me, Parrell,
after your first shots. The rest dso; we will scour the place and corner our missing enemies.”

THE depth of Dolthan's scheme was apparent. Deputies would soon arrive from town. They would
hasten at the sound of distant gunfire. They would find Kerma, Claig and Goodling deed, with gunsin
hand. They would meet Dolthan, his servants and detectives triumphant.

The scene would show that a supposed crook - Kermal - had been dain, dong with his accomplice,
Doctor Claig. For it would be obvious that the physician had let Kerma use this house as hide-out.

Myraand Lanford aso would be found dain by bulletsfrom Kermal's gun. Belief would haveit that
Kerma had murdered them prior to the arrival of rescuers. Goodling would be found dead al 0.
Witnesses would testify that the prosecutor had fallen fighting against Kermd and Claig.

Asfor Croy and Daggart, they would be trapped and dain afterward. Chances were that they would
head for this room once the gunfire began. Dolthan and his underlings would have no trouble with the

missing pair.
The only flaw was Goodling. It must look as though he had fallen in fray with the occupants of the house;

not from shots delivered by the pretended rescuers. Dolthan had not forgotten that point. He settled it as
he surveyed the scene.

"Y ou take out Goodling,” he said to Souder. "Don't give him achance; we don't want many of his bullets
around here. After wefinish that big fellow Croy, well plant your gun on him, Souder. It will look like he
settled Goodling.”

Souder'slong face showed a grin, asthe fellow nodded. Dolthan surveyed the intended victims. He saw
determined looks upon their faces. He shook his head.

"Y ou won't stand idle with those guns,” jeered Dolthan. "When you hear me give the word to fire, you'll
make afight for your lives. At least you'll try to; but you won't get far."

THE crook'swords bore significance. Kerma, Claig, Goodling - dl had the same thought: to drop their
gunsto the floor, S0 the evidence would show that they had not fought. Y et it wasimpossible for them to
do so. Human desiretto live would force them to afight for their lives, even though the odds were againgt
them.

Already gunswere trained upon the victims. Glowering fiendswould let the doomed men start upward
with their wegpons; then those covering crooks would shoot down the victims, letting them do no more
than fire scattered bullets while they sank dying to thefloor.

As Dolthan said, time was not essentia to his scheme. He had forgotten the little clock upon the desk.
But from the floor below came the booming tones of an old grandfather's clock, an heirloom that Doctor
Claig had dways prized. It wasintoning the hour of midnight.

Twelve strokes of doom; the change to anew day. The fateful hour that had meant so much to Myra
Dolthan. It marked the day that Taussg Kerma had hoped would come with haste; that Rufus Dolthan
had wished would wait until hisevil schemeswere fully fashioned.

Kermd's cause was | ogt; Dolthan's crimeswere reedy for their culmination. The fiend chuckled ashe
heard the clock’s strokes. While the tones ftill boomed, he raised his hand, waiting only until the final



echoto givethe signa for daughter. The time was suited to Rufus Dolthan's need for massacre.

Then came a sudden pause. Dolthan'slips, about to speak, froze with their twisted smile. From that door
that stood gar behind him came asound that stopped the crook's command. Into the room of doom
crept the ghoulish quiver of amocking laugh, asound that brought chilled rigidity to dl who heard itseerie
tones.

Another had waited for this crucia moment, hard on the stroke of twelve. An unseen visitant had listened
to Rufus Dolthan's plans and was here to prevent their delivery.

That creepy taunt from the blackness of the halway was the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XX. AFTER MIDNIGHT

RUFUS DOLTHAN whedled. With their leader's turn, henchmen of crime swung aso toward the
doorway. Already the partly opened barrier was swinging inward. The Shadow's laugh rang loud.

Burning eyesfrom darkness. They were the only visible tokens of the master avenger. His cloaked form
shrouded in the gloom, The Shadow was a cregture of invisibility.

Then, with amazing suddenness, a siweeping form moved inward. Automatics blazed an opening message
into the ranks of crooks. The Shadow could afford no quarter to murdererswho held helpless men at

bay.

Wildly, crooks scattered, firing quick shots toward the shape that whirled inward from the door. As
always, The Shadow had sprung the unexpected. He had deserted his post of safety. Forgetful of his
own safety, he wanted to draw all shotsin hisdirection.

The automatics blasted thunderoudy. That withering fire gave no choice. The Shadow wasthe only target
to every would-be murderer who saw him. Dropping, crouching, diving, crooks stabbed wild shots
toward the figure that was whedling half across the room.

There were otherswho joined in the fray. Men to whom The Shadow had given opportunity; those upon
whose aid he had counted to cover his bold stroke. Rufus Dolthan had good cause to regret the plans he
had made to camouflage this scene of crime. Men whom he had branded helpless were far from being
0.

Backed againgt the desk, Jay Goodling was jabbing shots at close range. Making every bullet tell, hewas
crippling Dolthan's henchmen as those rogues aimed for The Shadow.

Taussg Kermal had snatched his automatic from the desk drawer. With two quick shots, the lawyer
dropped one of Dolthan's aces, the long-faced Souder.

Fred Lanford had sprung to fight with Wurling and Hazzler. That was the only reason why The Shadow
had |eft Souder to someone else.

Wourling, desperate, had aimed to finish Lanford. The Shadow had fired two consecutive bulletsto drop
Dolthan's murderous chauffeur.

It was Hazzler, now, who threatened. He had left Lanford to Wurling and was aiming for The Shadow as
the chauffeur fell. Fred Lanford, furious, made adive for Hazzler and drove the fellow's gun arm upward.
Then the pair grappled. Hazzler's well-aimed shot had been sent wide.

All the while, one man had devoted himself to asingle task. Doctor Claig, dropping back into a corner,



had fired diagonally across the room, hoping to drop one foeman, Rufus Dolthan.

The supercrook had dived for cover as Claig'sfirst bullets whined past his ears. Dolthan had chosen the
refuge that The Shadow had scorned: that blackened hallway that led to Myras room.

Franticdly, Claig had emptied hisgun. His shotswere too hasty; al five of the bulletsfrom his
old-fashioned revolver had gone wide of their mark.

Claigwasclicking histrigger before he redized that his opportunity was gone. He looked about; he saw
Kerma and Goodling standing with smoking guns. All about were sprawled crooks.

Clag tried to shout; hisvoicefailed him. Kerma and Goodling were transfixed as they watched thefinish
of adesperate fray. Lanford and Hazzler were locked like wrestlers. Hazzler was striving to twist his
revolver muzzle toward Lanford's head.

ACROSS the room, The Shadow stood like a blackened statue. He saw Hazzler's hand come clear.
Goodling sprang forward franticaly, too late to be of aid to histhreastened friend. But before Hazzler
could pressthetrigger of hisgun, The Shadow acted. One of his automatics boomed atimely shot.

The Shadow was swinging as he fired; spinning to an angle that offered opportunity. His gun roared as he
neared the door through which Dolthan had sped.

A swift shot clipped Hazzler'sforearm. With awild cry the man clawed the air, hisrevolver dropping
from his grasp. Then Goodling was upon him; the prosecutor hurled the fellow hard against the wall,
while Lanford staggered free.

It was then that Claig found hisvoice. Wildly, the physician appedled to Kermal. Franticaly, he pointed
toward the door on the left, gesturing with hisemptied gun.

"Get Dolthan!" gasped Claig. "Stop him! He's gone to murder Myral”

Before Kermal could turn about, alast antagonist came upward from the floor. It was Roy Parrell. The
yellow lieutenant had dropped &t the first shots from The Shadow's automatics.

Covered by afdlen body, Parrell had escaped injury. Lying there, he had believed that his pas had
triumphed. Then, when he started to arise, he saw Kerma squardly in front of him.

Thinking he had but one man to finish, Parrell had sprung upon the lawyer. With vicious snarl, the coward
was aiming to kill; hisfinger on revolver trigger. Doctor Claig, his own gun emptied, had no chanceto
save Kerma. He thought that the lawyer was doomed.

The Shadow fired afind shot. One automatic emptied, thiswas the last that the other gun contained.
Straight from the front of the opened door, his cloaked form black against the background of the halway,
The Shadow dedlt this stroke with absolute precison. As his automatic gave its message, Parrell's
murderous drive was ended.

Kermd, staring into the detective's gun muzzle, saw Parrdll spin about in air. The revolver clattered to the
floor; mechanicaly, Kerma reached for it as Parrell sprawled, rolled over writhing and lay still.

The Shadow had spun about, out into the hall. Instead of following it, he drew back into a short acove at
the nearer end. He had given up pursuit of Rufus Dolthan. The master murderer had aready reached the
doorway of Myra's room.

There, dangling in thelock, Dolthan had found akey. He had turned it; gun in hand, he was opening the



door at the moment of The Shadow's return to the hall.

Dull light revedled Dolthan's figure. The Shadow saw the crook bound inward. He listened. An instant
later, his ears caught ahoarse cry of surprise; asound that turned to the snarled tone of a cornered
beast.

SURE that his henchmen would win their fray, Dolthan had headed through the hall with murderous
intent. Within the lighted room, he had expected to find the niece whose life he sought. Instead, he had
come upon two foemen whom he had forgotten.

At one side of the room was Daggart, pale-faced but determined as he held aleveled gun; at the other
sde, Croy, his huge face stonelike. Like Daggart, Croy was ready with arevolver. Rufus Dolthan was
between them.

The arch-crook's face showed ratlike in the light. Slowly, Dolthan moved back a pace; then, taking
advantage of the fact that his enemieswere ready to give quarter, the crook sprang forward, choosing
Croy ashisfirg foe.

With wild fury, Dolthan ducked past the big man'saming arm to thrust his gun straight for Croy's heart.

Daggart fired. Teeth gritting, the pale-faced secretary showed determination aswell as good aim. Croy
had saved his life when Blissop had sought it. Daggart's chance for repayment had arrived. His grit
sarved himin the pinch.

As Croy'srevolver covered Dolthan, the gray-haired crook collapsed. He sank to the floor; helost his
hold on hisgun. Mortally wounded, he began to cough out hisevil life.

Footsteps pounded through the hallway. Taussg Kerma dashed into the room, carrying Parrdll's
revolver. Behind the lawyer followed Goodling and Lanford; after them, Doctor Claig. All stopped short
asthey joined Kermd.

Straight across the room yawned blackness. Shutters were opened; window was unbarred. Myra
Dolthan had gone. Croy and Daggart had remained herein her stead.

A gleam of triumph showed on Croy's rugged features. Daggart was nodding as he viewed the dying
form of Rufus Dolthan. Daggart'sleft am was dtill initsding; hisright hand held the revolver with which
he had ddlivered histimely shot.

Taussig Kerma spoke his commendation as Dolthan's last cough ended. The others crowded about
Daggart. The babble of their praising tones could be heard in the long hall. The Shadow stepped from his
acove.

Again, hisweird laugh sounded. Quivering echoes returned their mockery from thewalls. Turning, The
Shadow swept into the room where crooks lay sprawled.

Hazzler, crippled by thewall, looked up and tried to snarl as his bleary eyes saw the shape that moved
swiftly toward the window.

Then, as the wounded minion's snarl failed him, The Shadow was gone. Blackness only where he had
merged with those heavy draperies beyond Kerma's desk. Only the ticking of the desk clock sounded
amid the hush that followed, until, from beyond the house, came the weird tones of afading laugh.

The Shadow, triumphant, had departed. He had dedlt with men of crime. He had made alowance for
Rufus Dolthan's eagernessto kill, by preparing atrap wherein two determined men had been ready for



the supercrook.

Croy's strength or Daggart's courage; The Shadow had known that he could rely on one or the other. To
Daggart had come the opportunity to fire the shot that spelled the end of Rufus Dolthan. To The Shadow
had comethereal triumph.

CHAPTER XXI.WORD TO THE VICTORS
"BUT Myra? What has become of her?"

Taussg Kerma put the question as he stood beside his desk. Doctor Claig was tending Hazzler; the
wounded man's testimony would be arecord against Rufus Dolthan's past. But Kerma knew that
Hazzler could tell nothing. It wasto Croy and Daggart that he spoke.

"I don't know, gir," stated the secretary. " The mystery began when | went to summon Miss Dolthan. |
rapped at her door, Sir. | heard her unlock it; the door opened dowly.”

"And then?"'

"Something black enveloped me. | was powerless. | had no chance to cry out. Someone switched out
thelight; | found mysdlf upon the floor. Y et there was no struggle; no sudden jolt. Just amomentary
smothering thet stifled mefor thetime.”

"What next?'

"I heard avoice - awhispered voice - warning me to be quiet and to make no move. Metal pressed my
neck. It wasagun muzzle. | had my own revolver, sir; but | dared not reach for it. Then, after along time
- a least S0 it seemed - | heard another rap upon the door.”

"Wasthat when Croy arrived?'

"Y es. The gun was pressing me no longer; but the voi ce repeated awarning. It was uncanny, that voice. |
could not bring mysdlf to disobey it. Perhaps | was somewhat of acoward, Mr. Kerma -"

"Y ou have proven your bravery, Daggart. Proceed.”

"The door opened suddenly. Therewas astruggle in the darkness. A figure sprawled beside me, so
suddenly that it seemed incredible. The door must have closed; for | heard the voice speaking anew
warning asit had to me. | knew that Croy must be the man beside me."

"Enough for the moment, Daggart,” said Kermal. "What happened to you, Croy?'

"Just what Daggart said,” grumbled the big man. "It was the same with me, Mr. Kermal. | was
smothered, | made agrab and found myself plopped on the floor. There was the voice, too. That gun
muzzle Daggart talked about.

"Likeaghost, Mr. Kermd. It wasn't human, anyway. Look" - Croy stretched out his huge arms and
doubled hishig fists- "who'sgoing to roll me over like | was nothing. Anybody human? No, sir.”

Kerma paused, speculating. He was inclined to agree. He remembered The Shadow's laugh. He had a
fleeting recollection of asweeping figurein black. It wasdl uncanny; bullets had been red, yet even they
had come in adeluge that seemed incredible.

"Thewhisper came again, Mr. Kermd," explained Daggart. "It wasfriendly - yet fearful. It told usto



wait; that we must be ready to fight for you."
"Thevoicesad that?' queried Kermd. "When?"

"Shortly after Croy arrived. There was something weirdly persuasivein thetone. There, in pitch
darkness, it was ghostly. There was nothing to do but obey."

"What was your impression, Croy?" questioned Kermdl.

"What Daggart has said, Mr. Kermal," nodded the big man. "I can't tell it the way he does; but it wasn't
human, that voice wasn't. Y ou had to do what it said.”

KERMAL looked toward Goodling and Lanford who were listening with interest. The lawyer shook his
head, wondering.

"Do you redlize what this means?' questioned Kermal. "Thisweird cresture - whoever, whatever hewas
- had divined my purposes. He knew that | wasright; that Rufus Dolthan was wrong."

"Wewaited in the room, Sir," resumed Daggart. " The voice told us to remain where we were; to put on
the light when we heard four raps against the door. Then to wait until someone came; to be ready.”

"But to stay there," added Croy, "no matter what happened. Remember that, Daggart?'
The secretary nodded.

"A whilewent by," said Croy to Kermal. "Then came the four raps. They werelike the voice. Y ou'd have
thought a ghost had tapped the door. We turned on the light. The room was empty."

"Y ou had heard no one go out?' demanded Kermal.

"Absolutely not, sir," responded Daggart. "' Croy tried the door. It must have been locked on the other
gde”

"The key was out of theingde," put in Croy.

"| opened the shutters,” resumed Daggart. " The bars were no longer there. Before | could investigate
further, we heard the shooting begin. Croy wanted to start out. | stopped him."

"Why?" asked Kermal.

"Because of what the voice had said,” replied Daggart. "I reminded Croy; he agreed when | mentioned
the voice. We waited there in the room, with our guns ready.”

"There was some sort of sound we heard,” completed Croy. "Like alaugh - before the shots. The same
laugh that we heard when you and the others had cometo join us."”

"Did it remind you of thevoice?' demanded Kermdl.
Croy nodded.

"That tellsthe story, gir,” completed Daggart. "“We heard nothing more until someone unlocked the door.
The voice had said some enemy was coming. We were ready; we knew Rufus Dolthan from your
description of him."

"Y ou finished him, Daggart,” commended Kermd. "Y ou deserve grest credit.”



"Frankly, sir," declared Daggart, "it - it was that voice that gave me the nerve | needed. Somehow, | -
well, if | hadn't dropped Rufus Dolthan, I'd have had the voice to settle with. That was what wasin my
mind, gr, from the moment that | saw thevillain."

Kermad's face was sober as he clapped his secretary on the right shoulder. The lawyer redlized that some
grange influence had predominated this house tonight.

Hewas recdling factsthat he could not explain; other facts than these that Daggart and Croy had related.
Kerma began to spesk again concerning Myra, when Goodling held up hishand for silence.

From outs de came the throb of motors. Goodling sprang to the window and drew aside the heavy
curtains. Half adozen carswere ralling into the driveway. Goodling saw figures aighting; men dashing
toward the porch. The summoned deputies had arrived.

GOODLING hurried out into the hallway on the right. He descended the stairs as he heard pounding on
the door. He opened the barrier to admit a surge of deputies, Carter in the lead.

Goodling detailed briefly what had happened as he led the way upstairs. Carter and the others stared at
sght of the crookswho lay intheliving room.

Then the deputy remembered a message. He drew Goodling aside and spokein confidentia tone. The
prosecutor's eyes opened.

"Those reporter fellows," informed Carter. "Burke and Vincent. They'rein the lobby down at the hotel.
Spoke to me when we pulled into town. Said to get down there as soon as possible, with everybody
concerned.”

Goodling nodded. Leaving Carter in charge, he ordered the othersto join himin aquick trip to town.
Lanford, Kerma and Croy accompanied the prosecutor in his car, while Daggart came dong with
Doctor Claig, in the physician's coupe. Thetwo cars made thetrip to Sheffield in a dozen minutes.
Goodling wasthefirg to reach the hotdl lobby. There he found Clyde and Harry waiting.

"Carter saysyou have newsfor us" stated Goodling, anxioudy. "What isit? Something important?'
"I'll say itis," replied Clyde. "Hurry up to Rufus Dolthan's living room. There's someone up there.”
"MyraDolthan?'
Clyde nodded.

CHAPTER XXII. THE SHADOW DEPARTS

THEY found Myra Dolthan in the big room of her dead uncle's suite. Garbed in her traveling attire, the
girl was reading abook when the arrivals entered. Myra had heard nothing about the fray at Doctor
Claig's. Shelooked up in surprise when she saw the anxious faces.

Spying Taussg Kermd, Myraarose with asmile. She extended her hand to the lawyer. Kermd received
the girl'sclasp. Relief showed on his heavy features. He wondered for amoment at the enthusiasm of the
girl'sgreeting; then Myraexplained.

"I did not fully trust you, Mr. Kermd," said the girl. "I am sorry. | waswrong. Y ou are my truest friend.
That is, unless-"

She paused soberly; then added:



"Unless| place onefriend before you. One whose face | have never seen; one whose voiceisweird and
mysterious, whose words carry absol ute conviction. One who must be believed and cannot be
disobeyed.”

"Thevoice!" exclamed Daggart, looking toward Croy. "The voice we heard tonight!"

"Tdl useverything, Myra," urged Kermd. "We must learn dl that we can about this amazing being who
rescued us."

"Who rescued you aswell asme?' queried Myra, in surprise.
"Yes" replied Kermd. "1 shall explain that later. Go on, Myra."

"Two nightsago,” stated the girl, "after you had let Mr. Lanford question me, | felt grave concern. |
wondered about everything, Mr. Kermal. Particularly about your accusations of my uncle.”

Doctor Claig nodded wisdly.

"Later," continued Myra, "there was aknock at my door. | thought it was Daggart. Instead, it was atall
granger in black. Hiseyeswerelikeliving fire; hisvoice an uncanny whisper.”

Daggart and Croy looked at each other and nodded their corroboration of the voice.

"Thisvigtor," resumed Myra, "seemed more than human. He was amost amazing being; his cloak, his
hat, made him seem a solid shadow cometo life. Y et histones were caming. He was as gentle as he was
fearful.

"He promised me protection. | gave him the diary that | had kept. When heleft, he vanished so amazingly
that | thought most that he had been unredl. But later, he cut the bars outside of my window. After that,

| saw aglimmering light from the second floor of the garage. His promised signd. From then on, | had no
fear.”

THERE was acamnessto the girl's story. Every word had the ring of fact. None who listened doubted.
Clyde Burke and Harry Vincent were agents of The Shadow; the others had heard his laugh upon this

very night.

"At about eleven o'clock tonight,” declared Myra, "or alittle later, perhaps, | heard four taps upon the
shutters of my window. That was hissignd. Strange taps - dmost as though they werein the room.”

Again Daggart and Croy were impressed with recollections. They, like Myra, recaled The Shadow's
sgnd.

"| opened the shutters,” declared the girl. "I saw those glowing, living eyesin blackness. That whispered
voice spoke again. The figure moved downward; | followed, by aladder that was resting against the
wall.

"It was black about the house. The ladder was white. It seemed to move beside me asthe voice gave
ingtructions. Stretched level with the ground, that ladder; carried by afigurethat | could not see beside
me.

"We passed the garage; there my conductor placed the ladder against the wall. The voice still spoke,
moving onward, commanding meto follow. It was like adream, my eyesunseeing. A gloved hand held
my arm, guiding me; the whispered tones gave truthful utterance.



"My invisible friend wastelling me of danger. My uncle was coming to Doctor Claig's. Mr. Kermal had
been right when he had told me of my uncles plotting. | was to meet others who would take meto safety
when | told them who | was. Then suddenly, | redlized that | was walking aone.

"For the moment, | wasterrified; | sumbled as| continued along the dope. A flashlight appeared in front
of me; | was at the edge of aroad. Two men were there; they questioned me. They were Mr. Burke and
Mr. Vincent. They introduced themselveswhen | told them who | was. They brought me herein ther
ca.

"Where did you find Miss Dolthan?' questioned Goodling, turning to Clyde and Harry.

"On the back road,” replied Clyde. "We drove up there to watch the house while you went in with
Parrell. While we were waiting around, we heard someone coming our way. It turned out to be Miss
Dolthan. We knew town was the safest place for her.”

"You wereright,” agreed Goodling, grimly. "Weve alot to thank you for, Burke. Y ou too, Vincent."

"Rufus Dolthan turned phony?' questioned Clyde. "These chaps' - heindicated Kerma, Croy and
Daggart - "look alot like the ones you were looking for.”

"They'rethe ones,” stated Goodling. "Lanford told usthey weredl right; but we didn't believe him until
Parrell started to act up and Dolthan broke in on the meeting.”

CLYDE waslooking a Lanford, who pointed toward Croy. Clyde stared at the big man; he saw Croy
grin. Then Clyde smiled as he nodded. He was indicating that he had at |ast recognized the man with
whom he had battled while on the running board of the old sedan.

"Rufus Dolthan isdead,” declared Goodling, solemnly. "Roy Parrell so. They admitted their crimes,
believing that we were helpless. Then arescuer arrived; asnearly as| can judge, he must have been the
same one who aided Miss Dolthan to safety.”

"He camein by thewindow," put in Croy, with anod. "That isit. By the window."

"After you were gone, Miss Dolthan," added Daggart, to Myra, "he held Croy and mysdlf there, so that
we would be ready when your uncle cameto kill you."

Thegirl uttered agtartled cry. Then, redizing that al danger was past, she reached to the table beside her
and picked up alittle book that lay there.

"My diary," she gated. "1 cannot imagine how it came here.”

"Parrell found it in the station wagon,”" explained Clyde, to Kermad and Claig. "While hewas|ooking for
hispipe. | waswith him. That's how he guessed where you were."

Bit by hit, the story was being pieced. More comments followed; yet, asthe talk continued, the part by
The Shadow increased in its mysterious proportions. One suggestion followed another; it was Jay
Goodling, findly, who summed the case.

"Whoever hewas," declared the prosecutor, solemnly, as he referred to The Shadow, "he must have
learned everything through sheer deduction. Not only a superfighter, heisasupermind. A superbeing.

"It was he who scattered those crooks at the house on Dobson's Road and brought usto thefirst god in
our hunt. He learned that Kerma was at your house, Claig. He went there and prepared to save Myra
from danger that he foresaw.



"He must have anadyzed the case to perfection; known that you were on thelevel, Kermdl; that Dolthan
was crooked. He must have analyzed it from Y ager's murder, the way you outlined it tonight.

"Hewasfor you, Kerma. He wanted a show-down. He wanted to make Dolthan revea himsdlf asthe
villain. No one but this mysterious stranger could have placed that diary in the station wagon. But how he
knew so many other thingsiswhat amazes me.

"Parrdl's pipein my office. Parrell found it in the station wagon instead. Burke and Vincent on that rear
road; with their lights out. Y et this super-being found that out while he was rescuing Myra Dolthan and
sent the girl to sAfety.

"He handled Daggart and Croy; then pitched in to sart the fight againgt them. He had Rufus Dolthan
figured to the dot. He knew that Dolthan would set out to kill Myra; and then he had Daggart and Croy
waiting. The very men with whom he had battled less than aquarter of an hour before.”

OTHERS nodded their heads in understanding. Each terse detail was new proof of The Shadow's might.
Men who had fought for right felt like mere pygmies asthey consdered the craft, the strategy, the
prowess of The Shadow.

"Well, Myra," announced Kermal, after Goodling had concluded. "Congratulations are in order. You are
twenty-one; your father's estate is yours. Hereisthe will that | made out” - he produced the crumpled
paper; he had taken it from Rufus Dolthan's pocket - "and | till adviseyou to sgnit.

"There's no one now to influence your stepbrother should he be named as your heir; but I've seen enough
of crooksto know we shouldn't trust one just because he hasn't gone to prison. Asfor witnesses' -
Kerma chuckled as he looked about the group - "we have plenty of them now."

Kermal spread the crumpled will upon the table. Myra Dolthan took a pen that Fred Lanford brought
from adesk. She dipped the pen in ink, wrote her signature below the will and passed the document to
Taussg Kermd.

It wasthen that dl were stilled by awelird sound that reached them. Though the timing of that distant call
might have been mere coincidence, it impressed every listener with the startling thought that an unseen
being had known dl that passed within thisroom.

From somewhere outside the hotd, floating through slent night that blanketed the town of Sheffidld came
the burst of eerie mirth, that faded into shivering echoes, wafted by adying breeze. Asif he claimed the
privilege of being the first witnessto the will, The Shadow's tones had come from the invisible spaces that
formed his habitat.

Justice had triumphed. Men of right had conquered insdious crime. All through the strength of The
Shadow, that master being whose token of departure remained, unforgotten, in the minds of those who
had heard.

THEEND



